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@W. THE. TALKED OF MARRIAGE OF THE EARL OF 
A 
MARCH, NOW. DUKE OF QUEENSBURY, WITH 
THE FAIR LADY HARRIET STANHOPEs 


BY CAPT. E, TROMSONs 
I, 


Say, Jockey Lord, advent?rous Maccaroni, 
Sofpruce, fo old, fo dippér, fliff and ftarch, 

‘Why quit the amble of thy pacing poney ? 
Why on a filly rifk the fame of March? 

: te 

Confult the equeftrian bard, wife Chiron Beever, 
Or Dr, Heber’s learned Sybil leaves, 

And they, true Members of the Svevoir Viare, 
Will tell the wond’rous things that love receives. 


Vou Ve B Tif, Why 


—6} 
Ii. 
Why in the fpavin of your days, {weet Sir, 
Attempt to draw on Cupid’s little boot 5 
Let Jockey Grofvenor’s fate, alas! deter, 
Ah think, Newmarket Lord, what things may 


fprout. 2 
Iv, 


Few Tits, perhaps, were ever higher bred, 
What fhoulders, limbs! you know, my Lord, the 
ftaunch is, 
She’s frefh from pafture, never back’d or fed, 
_For you, the fhould be thrown upon her haunches, 


Vv. 
Ah think, "Squire Groom, in fpite of Pembroke's 
bits,:. 7 
An abler rider oft have loft his feat, 
Young should the jockey be who mounts fuch tits, 
Or he’ll be run away with every heat. 


vi. 


Stick to the Jockey Club, attend your bard, 
Nor ever think of dancing Love’s cotillion ; 

For Ligonier, who gallop’d quite as hard, 

” “Was double diftanced by his own poftilion. 


at 






Tae eee 


AN EPIGRAM ON MODERN ‘MARRIJ 






Z pir eee 
I a BY THE SAME, as z 


Phoebus Was am’rous, and long’d ‘to 


eee 






a Pith ! and ran fwift to the woods, 
d, rather than dofuch a naughty affair, 
She became a fine laurel to deck the. god’s 
The nymph was, nodoubt, of a cold-conttit 
For, fure, turn tree was an odd 













Gia 
led from his arms to diftin guith his brows. 





ro LADY BAB EVERGREEN, AT BATH, FROM MISS 
“Stes VIZARD, ON THE MASQUERADE, 


BY THE SAME, Ri 
if to be told of our fiveet peiee 
“rade, gota ee 
Of the jefts that were pafi’d,. cand the tricks we all 
: play’d, Pa 5 

~ Of the dreffes, the dances, apartments, and a 
A a 













‘Of the wits and the fools, and the beanties and fri 

I fhall write you a fketch ere I ftep into bed, 

Tho’: at fix in the morn, with fuch pranks in my 
; _ head, 

~*Tisno wonder my eyes are as heavy as lead. 

% = Bees When 
C = 








£87 
~ When we enter’d this paradife, judge, my dear 
Madam, 
With what pleature we met our firft anceftor Adam, 
‘Good God ! ’twas fo awful to fee whence we {prung; 
For the drefs to his body moft prettily clung : 
‘And let his green girdle fhould pafs for dame Eves, 
“He kept on the fruit, which peep’d out ’twixt the 
leaves, 
There {carce was a habit but what was admir’d, 
Such plenty of jewels—fome borrow’d—iome hir’d 5 
And many a pearl and a diamond did pafs, 
Which at peep of the dawn prov’d of wax or of glafs, 
How foft were the fofas ! how bright fhone the luftres! 
How charming the mirrors we flock’d to in clufters ! 
For they we agreed all the figures look’d beft, 
When each faw her own, which fhe thought beat 
the rett. 
You know a whole week, day and night we went 
fhopping ; 
We ranfack’d the town, from St. James’s to Wapping, 
Yet fure the varicty anfiver’d fuch pains, 
Inventions that rarely have enter’d folks brains: 
What numbers of Derviies, Druids, and Priefts, . 
Grave Pilgrims and Aithiops, Monks and wild Beatts 5 
Sure ne’er will fuch creatures again meet together, 
Until the laf&t trumpet, nor then, perhaps, neither. 
For Peafants and Gypiies fat {willing champaigne, 
With old Britih heroes, and proud dons of Spain $ 


9] 

“Rich Nabobs and Sultans thook hands with torn ragty 
Apoilo and Mars danc’d with Beldams and Hags. 
Whe men in the main were but boorifh itupid, 
For Bacchus had votaries, far moze than Cupid ; 
While one of the crowd wag a madman profefs’d, 
By-which you will judge him lefs mad than the reft, 
But now for the women, why nine out of ten 
So doubtful were clad, you might take them for men ; 

» Fill threwdly enough, ‘twixt their knees and their 

necks, c 

For decency fake, they difcover’d their fex, 

Whole groups were attentive, while Lane talk’d fo 
clever, ‘ 

And Wald’grave’s fair widow look’d buxom as ever, 

Full many a lover who long’d to accoft her, 

‘Was kept at a diftance by Humphry of Glo’fter. 

Old haggards I mark’d, fluck with gems fo de- 
lightful, : 

Which hung there as lights for to shew them more 
frightful ; 

While Lev’fon attracted a juft admiration, . 

Decrepid old hermits fcarce ftood the temptation : 

’Twixt Cockburne, and Abington, Granard, and 


Craven, 
Fair Pembroke, with others fo fam’d on the Avon, 
And Pallas whofe cyes were too black fora raven. 


B3 But 


{ 16 ] 

Buta tight {mirking milk-maid, in dowlafs and pat 
tens, 

Eclips’d ~ tinfels, our filks, and our fattins : 

While many a fhepherd kept telling his tale, 

The warmth of her blufh turn’d the milk in her pail. 

Now the clock had gone five—twas time for ree 

treating, 

So I left near an hundred, or yawning, or eating ; 

A few noble couples itaid fitting on thorns, 

‘Vo wait till thé moon fhould have drawn in her horns? 

Then ag every conjugal duty was parry’d, 

They hail’d it the bett night fince they were marry’de 

Pale virgias there were, who confefs’d their young 
fears, to 

While matrons march’d off with bold grenadiers, 

*’Twere endlefs to mention the many rare jokes, 

Repeated or whifper’d betwixt us arch folks 3 

Nor is it quite fitting, for girls at my years, 

‘To fpeak from their lips all that enters their ears. 

I hhall now go to fleep, and thank God in my 

mind, 

What is done in a dream leaves no traces behind. 


rs EPIGRAM 


{ u-J 
EPIGRAM 


‘ON A GENTLEMAN EUYING HIMSEL ‘A SHOE, 
HORN, 


BY THE SAMEs 


Says Mum to his fpoufe, fome occafion I'l fteal, 
And make up your antlers, friend Ned: 

Since I find you have added one horn to your heel, 
Vl anfwer for two for your head, 


A SAILOR’S DESCRIPTION OF THE MASQUERADE 3 


AS PLAYED BEFORE THE KING OF DENMARK To 
A CROWDED, MOTLEY AUDIENCE, IN TRE HAY* 
MARKET. : . 

BY THE GAME. 


LITTLE Moll, faith, and I from Wapping 
came up, 
To fee the fine thew and the folks; 
But for fear of miftakes we thought beft for to fup; 
For thefe courtiers have comical jokes. 


When firft we came in, I was ’maz’d to behold, 
-gNight at once was all chang’d into day : 
“Sie folks feem’d to roll like a vat fea of gold, 
And the gall’ry ftuff'd full like a play, 
Little 


[ay 
Little Moll cropp’d a-ftern, being afraid to make 
fail, : 
‘TH ] her helm took a {pelts 
When whip in a trice, fhe fteer’d up within hail 
Of the devil, juit landed from hell, 


Lord blefs me, fays fhe, Ben! where have we got? 
This company’s too good for we ? 

Sure at home he was cold, and’s come here to be'hot, 
For fuch devils I never did fee { 


The devil! ne’er mind—heave a-head, my dear girl, 
And Pl! thew you the Kine of the crew; 

Each Duke, ev'ry Duchefs—each Lady and Earl, 
And when I bump—do you court'fy z / 


Like a Tragedy-Queeity when Mott faw the King, - 
Plump ox ber bare knees fhe fell dows: 

But, by Neptune, I {oon made her rife with a fpring, 
And {wore fhe knew nought of the town, 


‘We parted-and I, faith, who like to be {mart, 
Clapp’d on board of a thepherdefs fweer, 
Who, with no other crook than her eyes, hook’d my 
heart, 


As faft as if preft in the Fleet, 


She 


C3] 
She puli’d me about (till parch’d was my mouth) 
At the rate of ten knots by the log: 
But I foon found this;King was no ra youth 
For he Burgundy gave us as grog. ' 


This gay little thepherdefs, faith, was fo fmart, 
She. tow’d me from pillar to poft, 

Some cali’d me a lubber, unfit for my part, 
And wreck’d on the mafquerade goat. 


Mandarins and Nabobs were as plénty as rice, 
~ Jews, Negroes, Banyans, and what not ; 
‘There were characters purchas’d at every price, 
Unlefs the raw, bra, letter’d Scot. 


In this ocean of pleafure, egad, there were tare, 
Who ne’er paft the buoy of the Nore ; 
There were foldiers, like Hymen, who knew not of 
wars, 
And domino fools by the feore. 


There were pilgrims and quakers, blacks, witches, 
and nuns, . 
Minervas without fenfe or tongue, 
Who falter’d and lifp'd out fome feminine puns 1 
** Do you know me ?”—was all faid or fung. 


By Cie. 


{4} 
Grave conjurors too, who ne’er conjur’d before, 
And harlequins heavy as drofs ; 
Mild Wighe too, who long flione the fun of the fhorey 
But fet in the fair Mrs. Rofs, * 


Old wives were at once to duil Gen’rals turn’d ; 
And Tancred indprrowful ttrain, 

‘Wept Puriip’s wrongs—and then 

' For Diana from lewd Drury-lane. 


There was fupper they faid—we got nothing to eat ; 
Here a fort, there a town, here St. Paul: 

But all cram’d, as at /rort allowance of meat, 
Gorging garrifons, gardens, and all. 


By ftrange kitchen alchymy every dith 
Seem’d tranfmuted for Epicure Mammon : 

There was fithified fle(th, and flefhified fith ; 
A calf’s head feem’d a fine jole of falmon. 


When I thought I took one thing, another T got; 
The French covk fo well knew his trade, 

That ev'ry thing look’d like what it was not, 
And the cithes were all MasquiRADEs 


* Behold, in charaéter of 
All.elad in dark a 
Fanny 











jears!--the thought huw right l= 





Fanny pac bee Day, 


There 


{5 J 
There were none loft their wit, there were fome lok 
fome {weat, 
In thort ’twas ali Hebrew to me; 
$o my anchor I trip’d, with my kind little Bet, 
And paid Moll qwith a top-fail at fea. , 


wrok TWITCHER—PUNTING FOR A WAGER 
AT HWAMPTON-COURT, WITH THE LORD DUDLEY 
WARD—AND MISS RAY, LIKE A SECOND CLEO= 
PATRA, 6TANDING ON THE BANKS TO OBSERVE 
TRE PRATS OF THESE HEROES. , 


BY THE SAME. 


SEE how the King—his little flaves rewards, 
An age of frolics—and a youth of cards, 

See the elected Neptune of our ifle, 

Strip to his thirt to make his miftrefs fmile— 
Some men to hunting, fome to punting take, 

At feventy-four, old Twitcher turns a rake, 
And while he fhoves and ftrives upon the wave, 
His beauteous Thais fmiles upon her flave: 
And in harmonious numbers moves his care— 
‘Chaunting—* None but the brave deferve the fair.” 
Cafar and Pompey—on the rapid 

Once drew the beauteous Cleopatra’s finile : ‘ 


* The am'alle Mrs. Powel—wife of thé Tragediin, 


Bé So 


{36 ] 


So Dudley Ward—and femmy ‘witcher gay, 
Court the applaufes of the gentle Ray— 

The heroes flart—they punt before her eyes, 
And my Lord Dudley bore away the prizes 
For when ereét the gallant Twitcher food, 

He mifs‘d his fhove—and tumbled in the mud: 
Ah—-wo isme~ FI the truth fhould tell. 
But Thais clapp’d her hands when Jemmy’ 
And to profefs at once her great regard, 

Flew to the open arms of Dudley Ward. 

On Powipey'’s fute—did Cleopatra fmile, 

When his old head—roll’d blubbering down the Nile. 





ON LORD NORTH IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS SFEAK< 
ANG ONE DAY OF THE £UELIC CHARACTER OP 
LORD SANDWICH. 


BY THE SAME, 


Lorp North fpeaking one day in the Ioufe of 
Commons of the public character of Lord Sandwich, 
termed his Lordthip ‘* ax ad.e and faithful fervant 
of the nation” According to the votes this * adle 
and faikfal creature,” in the year 1771, was entruited 
with suo milions ard an half of the public money, as 
a rupture with Epain was, at that time, expected, 
‘The rupture did not happen. 


For 


















For form’s fake I-pray, 
You'll tell us—MISS_ RAY, 
“What then did become of the money? 
Lord Sandwich ‘is jut, 
Tl vouch for his truft, © 
‘He’s as honett as lank Lyttle 


i Sine. are others to blame, . 


Whom I choofe not to name, 
For truth, we all know, is a libel ;, 





an laugh at all truths in the Bibles 

Tt is curious to obferve how the minitters, in each 
houfe of parliament, pufone another. Is Lord North | 
attacked in the Houfe of Peers—Lord Sandwich isom 
his legs in an inftant ta declare, ‘* That there mevér= 
avas a better Firft Lord of the Treafwy.” Is the Finke. 
Commiffionersof the cenfured in the 
of Commons—Lord North pronounces Lord: § 
wich to be, ‘* @ moff able, faithful, and igo 
Servant of bis king and country,” 















Says Lockit to Peachum, ‘ You'inothing to feary 

sf Jf they battle in front, I'll defend in the rear.” 

. Says Peachum to Lockit, «I laugh ehum, 
#* Lei me finger the pelf, they may my =? 
=. 0 

ey 


{( 18 3 
TO THE MEMORY OF CAPT. JOHN BENTINCK, 
WHO WAS A NATIVE OF HOLLAND, A COM< 


MANDER IN THE ENGLISH NAVY, AND NEPHEW 
TO THE DUKE OF PORTLAND, 


BY THE SAME, 


A Public lofs * a public tear, 

And fuch a nation gives to Bentinex’s bier 
Whofe active genius, gallantry and fenfe, 
Gave him amongft his corps the firft pretence 
Our navy’s ornament, his country’s grace, 

Tn private virtues brilliant to his race. 
Triumphant thus, o’er life’s tumultuous wave, 
His veffel _ with glory to the grave. 


TO THE MEMORY OF MR, CHARLES DENIS; 
JUNE It, 1772, 
BY THE SAME. 
ATTEND this Monody, ye mournful Nine, 
And featter evergreens around the fhrine ! 
’Twas he did honour t: the Me's train, 
And give this happy itle a new ‘* fontaine : 
Lid iang his fame—to whom he thew’d regard, 
This TLomjon writ—and Garrict lov'd the Bard, 
THE 


M>. Charles Denis wes the brother of Sir Peter—bred top 
fic, wich he did mur pragtice for fume years before his deat. 


Mr. 





Ct 9 ] 
THE TIMES 


BY THE SAME. 


THE *Squire he votes, yet frets and kills his 
mutton, 
The Alderman he growls, and lives a glutton : 
"The ames of qual uncheck’d by morals run on, 
Whilt poor John Bull has nought to put his foot on, 
Yet G—— with Pinchy laughs, and turns a cen. f 
E, Te 


PERIWIGOMENOS, 


A CONGRATULATORY ODE FROM THE BODY oF 
BARBERS TO THE KING, UPON WEARING «A 
WIG, WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF THE 
FRATERNITY OF SHAVERS, BY CHa, CURL. 


BY THESAME. 


BARBERS, favers, drefers all, 
Obey the glorious call ; 

Pour oi} upon your heads and ground, 

And fnap your fingers round ! 

Snip, Snap ! a 

Mr. Garrick ufed to call bim his oldeft friend.—He tranflated 
many of Fontaine’s Fables, which were publihed in the Poetical 
Magazine by Mv. R. Lloyd. He had a great deal of wit and 
fivacity, and pabluked many ingenicus Fablese 


Now 


t 20] 

‘Now each. prepare his fhining ftrap, 
And let his razor glide along, 
Quick by flarts, but let the ftrokes be rong, 
Hail! hail { all hail this day ! 
The King he threw his hair away ! 

Joy to his razor’d head ! 
Joy to the Tydurn-bob f 
‘That firft did wed 
His fat, his jolly nob, 

©! what joys will now come after, 

Carl your mutcies boys with laughter } 
Ev'ry barber takes his rig, 

George the Third, boys, wears a wigs 
Sinooth his Royal pericranium bare, 
©! ‘tis a noble nob without its hair. 
Come fweet tripping, buxom daughter, 
Draw us tily heads of porter ! 

And let it rite, 

In fnowy foam, or rather 

Like the fuirefi lather, 

Sparkling to our longing cyes. 





You've heard an ancient flory, barbers white, 
OF Bereni. 
Which has the fhies 


She, fhe, fhe, 


hair, 









Delightful, royal dre 
Was not free, fice, 
Alas! frem the fcab, 


Nations! Livsary 


Galoutta:27- 


When 


Cay 


When the firft barber of the pole, 
A great, a mighty foul ; 
«Did invent, 
To her content, 
A covering tov her head ; 
For this invention, 
Drew the attention, 
Of each Egyptian feer ; 
Who ev’ry year, 
For years before 
By mighty Mars had fwore, 
‘That their oracle was big, 
With fomething ufetul, fomething queer, 
And thir, cad this, ye barbers was a Wie, 
Happy, happy, happy hair, 
None but the fair 
Deferve a Wic, 


The gods beyond meafure, 
Took infinite pleafure, + 
To curl and frizzle 
‘The old lady’s grizzte ; 
In honour of Conon the thaver, 
Her hair it found favour, 
Above and below, 
Below and above, 


Barbers 
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Barbers have no foe, 
No, no, no: 
They are the fons of love. 
From the clouds now look down, 
Nor Berenice frown ; | 
Tho’ a Wig bears the Crown ! 
Thy fpleen and anger do not horl, 
Nor with thy water wet a precious cur]! 
But let it eafily fit 
Upon his feat of wit ! 
Shew thy benignity, 
Unto its dignity ! 
Cha, Curl, Poet-bairial to the Company of 
Gentlemen Periavig Makers, 


ON THE DEATH OF LORD CLIVE, 

BY THE SAME, 

LIFE’s a furface fipp'ry, glatty, 

Whereon tumbled Clive of Plaffey : 

All the wealth the Eaf could give, 

Brib’d not Death to let him live : 

No diftinction’s in the grave, 

°Tween the nabob and the flave. 


EXTEMPORE, 
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EXTEMPORE 


BY MR. C, CHURCHILL. 
CAPT. Thomfon having planted fome weeping 
willows before his houfe in the bridle road, Kew-/ane, 
and Mr, Churchill furprifing him ane morning with 
the window open, repeated, 


Here lives a half-pay * poet run to ruft, 
And all his willows weeping in the duit! 


SHAKESPEARE’s FEAST. 
AN ODE 
L 


’Twas at the folemn feat, for laurels won, 
Ry WILLIAM, old JOHN SHAKESPEARE’s fon, 
Aloft in awful ftate, 
The May’r of STRATFORD fate, 
Rais’d on a wool-pack’d throne : 


* At thistime Mr. Thomfon was a Licutenant of the Navy 
g fat down in this Hamlet after the termination 





on half-payha 
of a glorious war in the year 1762,in which he ferved in the Dorftte 
fhire ard Belioua, under the command of that gallant Captain Sir 
Peter Den's, who fo nobly diftinguifhed himfelf in the capture of 
Le Raifonable, and in the defeat of Conflans, The Bellona aftere 
wards took the Courageux, 

His 
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His Aldermen were plac’d around, 
Their brows with fpreading antlers crown’d 
(So city fpoufes theutd be found) 
Tite lovely Atay? reis by his fide 


Sar like a phimp Wich-German bi ide, 
Not lefs for fat renown’d, than pride. 
: Happy, happy, happy May’r! 
None but the fat, 
None but the fat, 
None but the fat deferve the bouncing fair, 
I, 
The bard of YRRNEY plac’d on high 
Amid the tuneful choir, 
With flying fingers touch’d the wooden lyre: 
The notes, tho’ lame, afcend as high 
As civic joys require. 
The fong began from GARRICK’s toil, 
Who left his Lrrenrrtin’s native foil, 
Such were his hopes of golden f{poil,) 
g RICHARD?’s crvoked form bely’d the man: 
Sublime on high-Keel’d fhoes he trod, 
When firft he courted Lady ANNE 
In Goopman’s-Fiaxps, till then an unfrequented 






road. 

AsSHASTINGS next round PRITCHARD’s waitt 
he curl'd, 

Or fhew'd, in DRUGGER's rags, an idiot to the 
world. 


The 
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The li’ning crowd admire thelofty found, 
A prefent SHAKESPEARE, loud they fhout around s 
A prefent SHAKESPEARE, loud the rafter’d halls 
rebound, | 
With prick’d up ears 
His May’rthip hears ; 
Affumes the play’r, 
Affeéts to ftare, 
And fhakes the room mbeut his ears. 
The praife of ven’fon, then, the rapt enthufiat fang 5 
Of ven’fon, whether old or young: 
The jolty haunch in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums: 
Flufh’d with a purple grace, 
Tt thews its currant-jelly’d face : 
Now give each feeder breath: It comes, it comes 5 
Ven’ton, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys can bet reveal ; 
Fat of ven’fon is a treaftre, 
Eating is the glutton’s pleafure : 
Rich the treafure, 
Sweet the pleafure, 
Sweet as itufling is with veal, 
IV. 
Sooth’d with the found, the May’r grew vain; 
Eat all his euftards o'er again ; 
Aad thrice he pick’d the bones of geefe and turkies 
flain. 
The 
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The poet faw nif ftomach rife, 
His wat’ring mouth, his longing eyes 5 
And while he necks and fides defy’d, 
Chang’d his note, and check'd his pride, 
He chofe a rysurn mufe 
Soft pity to infufe : 
He fung the deer-ftealer’s untimely fate 
By laws fevere, tho’ good, 
Swinging, fwinging, fwinging, fwinging, 
Swinging in too high a ftate, 
For fpilling fylvan blood, 
Deferted at his utmoft need 
By thofe his former thefts had fed, 
Expos’d, e’en near his native town, 
With not a friend to cut him down. 
With joylefs looks the May’r dejected fate, 
Tho’ till revolving in his foul 
The various turns of fpits below ; 
And now and then a backward figh he ftole, 
While ftreams Padtolian fought their vent, to 
flow. 
Vv. 
The bard of FERNEY fmil’d to fee 
That fleep was in the next degree : 
*Twas but a drowfy ftrain to keep, 
For nurfes talk their babes afleep. 4 
Gently dull, in hum-drum numbers, 
Thus he footh’d his foul to flumbers ; 
Picking 
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Picking bones is toil ghd trouble, 
Syllabub an empty bubble ; 
Never ending, {till beginning, - 
Eating, itill the fubftance miffing: 
Think, if fat be worth thy winning, 
Thy wife is furely worth the kiffing : 
Both wife and ven’fon fee befides thee! 
- ‘Take what fare thy cook provides thee! 
The many rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
So Sleep was crown’d, tho? FERNEY won the caufey 
The May’r, fcarce able to keep ope his eyes, 
Peep'd at the food, 
That warm’d his blood, 
And lick’d his lips, and lick’d his lips, 
And lick’ his lips, (to flir in vain he tries :) 
At length, as funk in Sleep’s foft arms he ftretches, 
The fnorting magiftrate bat his breeches, 
Vi 
Now ftrike the falt-box once again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder firain :— 
EBrewk the bands of fleep afunder, 
With noife more frequent than his poftern 
thunder ! E 
Hark! hark! the horrid found 
Has rais’d up his head, 
Tho’ as heavy as lead, 
And he fiares and ftinks around! 


Revenge, 
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Revenge, revenge, ‘dread FERNEY cries, 
Sec the critics arife ! 
See the volumes they rear 
Only fit to curl hair, 
Tho’ each hop’d for an editor’s prize ! 
Behold the fnarling band, 
Each with g farthing candle in his hand! 
Thofe are critical ghofts who for SHAKESPEARE. 
were flain, 
And unburied remain 
On falls in Clare-court, Drury-lanee 
Give the fun’rals duc 
‘To the wretched crew 3 
Behold how they tofs their nofes on high! 
Bid them feek CLoacrna’s abode, 
Congenial temples for fuch hoftile gods! 
The company, pleas’d fuch expedient was hit on, 
The May’r fnatch’d up CAPEL’s edition to fh—t ong 
His wife the door unbarr’d, 
To light him to the yard, 
As H—l—y held the link that fing’d the fam’d 
North Briton, 
Let GARRICK yield our May’r the prize, 
Or both divide the crown: 


‘This, rais’d an author to the tkies + 
Yhat, threw his critics downs 


A BON 
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A BON MOT, 


ON ALADY’s WEDDING BEING ON THE TWENTY- 
FIRST OF DECEMBER, 


BY MR. VAUGHAN, 


Return’a from the op’ra, as lately I fat, 
Indiff’rently chatting of this thing and that, 

My Chloe I afk’d how it enter’d her head, 

To fix on St. Thomas, of all days to wed ? 

To which the'replied, with reafon the ftrongeft, 

‘* Tho? thortett the day is——the night, Sir, is longeffe™ 


THE FOLLOWING ILLUSTRIOUS PERSONAGES WILE 
APPEAR IN THE UNDER-MENTIONED DRESSES, 
AND CHARACTERS, AT THE SUBSCRPTiON MAs- 
QUERADES, AT MRS, CORNELLY’S. 


His M—y in a eltild’s frock and bib, followed 
by Ld N > in tic habit of an old woman, hold- 
ing him in teading-itrings. 

The Qo, Ceres with a cornucopia. 

The D+ of Gl~—1, in the charaéer of Benedi&t 
the married man. : 

The D— of Cum--—d. in the character of Paris. 

The P—f, Der of W—es, the witch of Endore 
Mai Vy c The 
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The D- of North--—d, in Trappolin, in Duke 
and no Duke. 

The Duchefs, an ale-wife. 

Five of the Maids of Honour, reprefenting the pa- 
rable of the five foolith virgins, carrying the lamps 
without oil, 

Mifs Van——t, in the charater of one of the 
wile virgins. : 

L—y Wald——e, in the character of the Ifland 
Trincefs. 

The D~e of Gr—n, a Newmarket Jockey. 

L—y War--— n, Meflalina. 

L~dLig——r, an old fatyr. 

Mr. F—x, Sir John Falttaff. 

L—d Har—g—n, ao Alderman with a pair of 
horns in his pocket. 

L—d W—y—th, in the character of a butcher, 

L—y Hor—t Stan—e, Sufsnnah, 

L-—d Mar—h, following her, in the character of 
onc of the Elders. 

L--d Car—le, the prodigal fon. 

L—d Tal—t, in the character of the ftarved cook 
in the Mifer. 

L—d liert +d, Rembrandt’s Gold-weigher. 

L—d Per--y, the (vod Priapus, 

Sir F t Nor—., the devil. 

Mr. Rig—s, a cianken Bacchanal, 
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Mr. Ver—n, in the charagter of Fortune, in a rob 
of cards, a chain of dice about his neck, and a larg 
box on his head, 
2 D—of D—~, a bear ina chain, 

Col, LuteI, a Pprize-fighter, . 


VERSES 


SENT BY A GENTLEMAN TO HIS LADY, WITH ¢ 
PRESENT OF A KNIFE, 


A Knife, dear Girl, cuts Love they fayau 
Mere modith Love, perhaps it may ; 
For any tool of any kind, 

Can fep’rate what was never join’d, 
The Knife that cuts our Love in two, 
Will have much tougher work to do; 
Mutt cut your foftnefs, worth and fpirit 
Down to the vulgar fize of merit ; 

To level your’s with modern tafte, 

Mutt cut a world of fenfe to wafte; 
And from your fingle beauty’s ttore, 
Clip what would dizen out a feore, 
The felf-i2me blade trom me mutt fever 
Senfation, judgment, fight, for ever; 
All mem’ry of endearments patt, 

All hope of comforts long te lait, 

All that maks> fourteen years with you, 
A Summer ;—and a fhort one too: 
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All that affection feels, and fears, 
When hours, without you, feem like years. 
Till that be done (and I'd as foon 
Believe this Knife will chip the moon) 
Accept my prefent undeterr’d, 
And leave their Proverbs to the herd. 
Tf in a hifs—delicious treat !— 
Your lips acknowledge the receipt ; 
Love, fond of fuch fubftantial fare, 
And proud to play the glutton there, 
All thoughts of cutting will difdain, 
Save only— cur and come again.” 


A GENTLEMAN, ON THE LATE ANNIVERSARY OF 
aes WEDDING-DAY, PRESENTED HTS WIFE WITH 
A RING, AND THE FOLLOWING LINES, 


BY THE SAME, 


7 Tues, Mary, with this ring I wed,” 
So fixteen years ago I faid— 

Behold another ring !—** For what?” 

* To wed thee o’er again,—-why not ?”— 


With the rrest ring I married Youth, 
Grace, Beauty, Innocence, and Truth ; 
‘Taste long adimis’d, Sente long rever'd: 
And ail my MoLuy rHes appear’d, ¢ 
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If the, by merit fince difclos’d, 
Prove twice the woman I fuppos’d, 
I plead that double merit now, 
To juftity a double vow, 


Here then, to-day, (with faith as fure, 
With ardour as intente and pure, 
As when amidft the rites divine 
T took thy troth, and plighted mine) 
To thee, iweet girl, my secon ring, 
A token and a pledge I bring ; 
With this I wed, till Death us part, 
Thy riper virtues to my heart; 
Thefe virtues, which, before untry’d, 
The wife has added to the bride ; 
Thofe virtues, whofe progreffive claim, 
Endearing Wedlock’s very name, 
My foul enjoys, my fong approves, 
Fer Confcience fake, as well as Love's, 


For why ?—They thew me hour by hour 
Honour’s high thought, Affection’s pow’r, 
Difcretion’s deed, found Judgment’s fentencey 
And teach me all things—but Repentance ! 


C3 Tre 
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THE FOLLOWING BEAUTIFUL LINES WERE WRIT} 
TEN BY A LADY, ON OBSERVING 80ME WHITE 
HAIRS ON HER HUSBAND’S HEAD. 


Tou to whote power reluctantly we bend, 
Foe to life’s fairy dreams, relentlefs Time, 
Alike the dread of lover, and of friend, 
Why ftamp thy feal on manhood’s rofy' prime ? 
Alvcady twining ’midft my Thyrfis’ hair, 
‘The {nowy wreaths of age, the monuments of care. 


Thro’ all her fétfns, tho’ nature owns thy fwayy 
That boafted fway thou'lt here exert in'vain 5" 
To the lait beam of life’s declining day, : 
‘Thyrfis thall view, unmovy’d, thy potent reign, 
Secuie to pleafe, whilft goodnefs knows to charm, 
Fancy and tafte delight, or fenfe and truth inform, 


‘Tyrant, when from that Jip of crimfon glow, 
Swept by thy chilling wing, the rofe fhall fly 5 
When thy rude fcythe indents his polifl’d brow, 
And quench’d is all the luftre of his eye ; 
When ruthlefs age difperfes ev’ry grace, 
Each finile that beams from that enchanting face 


‘Then, . 
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“Then, thro’ her ftores, thall aGtive Mein’ry rove, 
Teaching each various charm to bloom anew, 
And till the raptur’d eye of faithful love, 
Shall bend on Thyrfis its delighted view ; 
Still thall he triumph, with refiftlets power, 
Still rule the conquer’d heart to life’s remotett hour, 


THE FRANTIC LOVER, 


— Aifluat ingens 
Imo in corde pudor, mixtogue infania ludlu, 
“Et Buviis agitatus amor» 


AND thal! then another embrace thee, my fair? 
Mutt envy still add to the Pangs of defpair? 

Shall I live to behold the reciprocal bles ? 

Death, death is a refuge, Elyfium to this! 


The ftar of the evening now bids thee retire,— 
Accurs'd be its orb,’ and extinguifh’d its fire ! 

For it fhews me my rival prepar’d to invade 
Thofe charms which at once T admir’d and obey’d. 


Far off each forbidding incumbrance js thrown, 
And, Sally, thy beauties no more are thy own ; 
Thy coynefs too flies, as love brings to thy view 
A trance more extatic than faint ever knew. 


Cy, es eee 
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And yet I behold thee, tho’ longing to die, 
Approach the new heav’n with 4 tear and a fighs 
For oh! the fond figh *midi enjoyment will ftray, 
And a tear is the tribute which rapture mutt pay. 


Still, Mill doft thou tremble that pleafvre to feek, 
Which pants in thy bofom, and glows on thy cheek 5 
Confufion and fhame thy foft withes deitroy, 

And terror cuts off the weak bioffom of joy. 


Ah! had I been bleft with thy beanty, my fair, 
With fondest attention, with delicate carey 

My hieart wouldypave try’d all thy fears to remove, 
And plack’d every thorn from the rofegof love } 


My infolent rival, more proud of his right, 
Contemns the fweet office, that foul of delight! 
Lefs tender, he feizes thy lips as his prey, 

And all thy dear limbs the rough fummons obey. - 


Ev’n now more licentious—rath mortal forbear !—- 

Reitrain him, O Venus ! Jet him too defpair!— 

Freeze, freeze the {fwift ftreams which now hurry te 
join, 

And curfe him with paffions unfated like mine ! 


How. 
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How weak is my rage his fierce joy to controuft 
A kifs from thy feet lips fhoots life to his foul ; 
Thy froft too diffolv’d in one current is run, 
And ail thy keen feelings are blended in one. 


Thy limbs from his limbs a new warmth fhall ac« 
quire, 

His paffions from thine fliall redouble their fire ; 

"Till wreck’d and o’erwhelm’d in the ftorm of delights 

Thine ears lofe their hearing, thine eyes lofe their 
fight, 


Here conqueft muft paufe (tho” it ne’er can be cloy’d) 
To view the rich plunder of beauty ‘éiijov’d 5 

The treffes difheveil’d, the bofom difplay'd, 

And the wifhes of years in a moment repaid. 


A thoufand foft thoughts in thy fancy combine! 

A thoufand wild horrors affemble in mine! 

Relicve me, kind death fhut the feene from my 
view, 

And fave me, O fave me, ere madnefs enfue! 


rom VERSES 
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VERSES 


TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH A NEW EDITION OF 
SHAKESPEARE. 


AccePt, fweet maid, each {cene that Shakefpeare 
drew, 


Scenes, whofe great leffons may improve ev’n you! 
. 


Tempcft. 
Behold your image in his Tempeft thewn, 
For {ure Miranda’s fpotlefs mind’s your own 


Gintlemen of Veronas 
Let falfe erona’s rake your anger move, 
But fpare his friend, who boafts a conftant love. 


Merry Wines of Windfor. 
To check your mirth though prudifh matrons try, 
With Mittrefs ford in harmlefs frolics vie, 


Mecfure for Meafure. 
Like Zabel, on virtue found your pleafure ; 
** Quit like with like, give Meafuve Qitl for Mea 


Jere”? 


Comedy of Errors, 
With Ad iana’s, be your rage fupprefs’d, 
For life’s a fecne of Evrers at the bet. ; 
Mid 
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Much ado about Nothing. 
Brom Claxdio’s fcorn, and injur’d Hero’s blame, 
Learn what fmall flips o’erturn a woman’s fame, 


Love's Labour Loft. 
To try their temper, lovers fometimes roaft 
Like Rofaline, whofe Labour was not Lof. 


Midfummer Night's Dream 
Like Hermia, rather from a parent part, 
Than yield your perfon, and withhold your heart. 


Merchant of Venice. 
Wife Portia’s catkets, ere you wed, employ 5 
Who chufe for riches, ne’er will give you joys 
— 
Se As Vou Like The 
And when yout point, like Refalind, you've carry’d, 
Strive not to wear the breeches when you’re marry’de 


Taming the Shrew, 
Still Kaed’rine’s conquer’d paffions keep in view, 
Ere fome Petruchio comes to Tame a Slrew 3 


Alls Weill that Ends Weil, 
And when your Graces have a Bertram warm'd, 
Think no bad hufband is a take reform’d, 


Cé Tivelfih 
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: Twelfth Night 
When Rekh, or Ague-cheek for love applies,* 
Deteft the drunkard, and the fool defpite. 


Winter’s Tale, 
Ne’er of your hufband’s friend too fond appear, 
Leontes’ jealoufy may elfe be near, 


Mach:th, 
And left ambition blaft your peaceful life, 
Behold the end of Cardor’s guilty wife, 


King Fobm 
Of love maternal mark the influence mild, 
When widow’d Conflance weeps her murder'd child, 


King Richard Id, 
Through changing fortunes let thy faith be feen, 
A bright example fhines in Richard's Queen, 


King Hom IP, 2 parts. 
And, if'a fuldier you fhould chance to marty, 
Know, while he’s abfent, you at home mat tarry, 


King Thery FY 
Like t'other Xare, no faultciog lover blame : 
Halt Frencs, halt Englith, honed love’s the fame. 
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King Henry VI. 3 parts. 
O’er pious Hesry, forrow’s tribute pay— 
But make your hufhand 4/3 as well as prays 


King Richard HI. 
Yet clafp no ftatefman, Glo’fier like, too clofe, 
Soon cloy’d, they'll give poor lady Aune a dofe 5 


King Henry VIEI. 
And know, like Bullen, fhould you match above youy 
‘The great may marry—but not long will love yous 


Coriolanus, 
No patriot Marcius take, their faith’s but brittle, 
They love their country much—their wives but Littles 


Julius Cafars 
To Portia’s actions, all but one, afpire— 
For what is drinking drams but {wallowing fire? 


Anthony and Cleopatra, 
Hate fpendthrift Axtoaies, who cram the fair, 
And make them drink the pearls they'd rather weate 


Timons 
To no grave Timon be your favour fhewn, 
He ne’er can love your {ex who hates his own: 


T, Ais 
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TY. Andronicus. 
No cae; like Azdronicus, deign to try, - 
Whofe great ambition foars to raife—a pye, 


. and Creda, 
Nor e’er like Crefid, wanton girl, be led 
By fome old pander to a lawlefs bed. 


Cymbeline, 
Accept no Pofhumus content to roam j== 
Such, fend their {pies to tempt a wife at home, 


King Lear. 
Your deareft children’s wav’ring duty fear, 
Nor give up all your wealth like beggar’d Lear ; 


Romeo and Juliet. 
But let fome Romeo that foft nature move, 
Mix with thy foul, and yield thee love for love. 


Hamlet. 
In each rude Hamlet's bofom feorn a part, 
Whofe only triumph is to break your heart; 


Othello, 
And all Slack hufbands—they’re enough to fright 
one; 
May Zara long live happy with a «dite onc ! 


THE 
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THE FOLLOWING COPY OF VERSES ARE To BE 
SEEN ON A SMALL COTTAGE, OR BUILDING, IN 
THE RUSTIC TASTE, INTENDED AS A PLACE OF 
RETIREMENT, BUILT BY POWIS, ESQ, 
IN A GROVE BY THE RIVER SEVERN, ABOUT A : 
MILE FROM LITTLE WALCOT, IN THE GOUNTY 





OF SALOP. 


Stay paffenger, and tho’ within, 

Nor gold, nor glitt’ring gems are feen, 
To ftrike thy dazzl’d eye, 

Yet enter, and thy ravith’d mind 

Beneath this humble roof fhall find 
What gold will never buy. 


Within this folitary cell, 

Calm Thought and fweet Contentment dwvel, 
Parents of blifs fincere: 

Peace {preads around her balmy wings, 

And banifh’d from the courts of kings, 
Has fix’d her manfion here, 


ELEGY, 
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EL EGY, 
ON THE DEATH oF ADMIRAL BYNG. 


Fatal vici fitule ! 


WAS it for this that fortune grac’d thy birth, 
Beftow’d thee titled honour, poinp, and placey 
And pointed out the way that led to worth, 
‘To make thy death confpicuoufly bate 2 


Grant me, juft heavens! to breathe in defart air, 
And mourn my days in folitude forlorn, 
Rather than feat me in Ambition’s chair, 
If I muft live and die my country’s feorn, 


Yet from the fmallef to the greatett crimes, 
Some little thare cf gentle pity’s due: 
Britons ! if ’tis withheld in other climes, 
The poor offender claims the debt from your 


*Tis your’s to follow radiant truth, to poife 
The fcales of juitice with an even hand: 

But then “tis great, ’tis juit to fympathize—— 
Elfe wherefore breathe ye in a chridian lands 


Since 
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Since he has paid the forfeit of the laws, 
Indulge his friends the tribute of a figh ; 
It will not wrong a fuff’ring nation’s caufe ; 
Heav'n loves the drop that gufh from Pity’s eye, 


No longer Jet Revenge purfue its blow, 

Nor Scandal ttrive his mem’ry to degrade ; 
Let deep Oblivion bury all his wo, 

And o’er his foibles fpread her friendly thades 


Oh! then (if ye can grant 2 boon fo great) 
Forgive the mufe, if o’er his mould’ring bier, 
In kind condolence for. his haplefs fate, 
She gen’rous drops the fyimpathetic tear, 


But if, emerging forth from Time’s dark womb, 
Truth fhould exculpate his inglorious name; 
Will not each isriton reverence his tomb, 
And future bards immorialize his fame ? 


Thy foes muft own, and while they own, admire, 
O Byng! thy calm compofure at thine end ; 

Too late (thou yictim to thy country’s ire) 
Unbiafe’d Reafon fhews herfelf thy friend. 


BENEVOLUD. 


IMIe 
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‘IMITATION OF THE OTH ODE OF THE 4TH BOOK 


OF HORACE. 
TO A FRIEND, 


THo’ born where Devon’s hills arife, 

Where tempefts {weep along the tkies, 
And fpoil the face of day: 

Yet thall this verfe in future times 

Be read with thofe of happier climes, 
Climes where the mus ftray, 


Tho’ Milton’s brows with bays we twine, 
And ftyle him wonderful! divine ! 
" Th’ immortal! and the bard! 
Yet Pope, with ev’ry grace replete, 
In fenfe, and harmony complete, 
Still claims our juft regard. 


Still Dryden’s nervous numbers charm 
Equal, majeftic; full, and warm, 

He bears his fire along : 
By turns the various verfe he tries, 
And bids each paffion fall or rife, 

Juft as he thifts the fong. 


‘Nor 
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Nor even Waller we difdain, 

Nor Cowley’s penfive, moral ftrain, 
Nor Shakefpeare’s magic art ; 
Shakefpeare, like Sophocles, fublime, 
Subdues the foul, in fpite of time, 
And fearches ev'ry heart! 


Sedlcy, tho’ loofe, und light as air, 

Still chears the gay, and fires the fair, 
So free his fancy roves! 

Behn breathes her love-fighs ftill around, 

still from her harp the notes refound, 
Soft aa the down of doves. 


Nor gentle Rofamond alone, 
Adinir’d the tinfel of a throne, 
Or felt th’ enliv’ning glow + 
Nor firft the defp’rate Henry made 
The pointed pike a palifade, 
‘To ftop th’ impetuous foe, 


Britain had felt the band of war, 
Before fhe faw the Julian ftar, 
Within ber regions rife : 
Brave Carattacus did no more, 
Than many men had dotie before, 
To win bright honour’s prize. 


Before 
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Before bold Bonduca became, 

Th’ avenger of a daughter’s fame, 
The fcourge of lawlefs luit ; 
Before great Alfred wore the crown, 
Liv’d others of as much renown, 
As noble, wife, and juft. 


But all in fad oblivion fleep ; 

No mufe had they their worth to weep, 
Or to record their lot: 

In vain they fought, in vain they bled 5 

Their names unfung, their acts unread, 
They died, and are forgot. 


Vice fares like virtue in the grave 5 

The mafter there is like the flave ; 
No charaéters remain : 

No marks of all the fons of men, 

Unlefs fage Hiftory lends her pen, 
Or Poetry her ftrain, 


‘Then let me not leave thee to lie 
Tn filence and obfeurity, 
My patron, and my friend ! 
But let the God of Verfe infpire 
My bofom now with all his firc, 
Thy worth to recommend! 


With 
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With fleady head, with tender heart, 

With conduct void of fraud or art, 
With temper firm and free, 

You feem in ev’ry fcene the fame, 

Nor fortune court, nor fortune blame, 
But judge as ought to be. 


Difcerning, uacorrupt, and bold, 
Unaw’d by power, unhurt by gold, 
That tamer of the mind: 
Deceitful av’rice fhall no more 
Enfnare the rich, or cruth the poor, 
While you befriend mankind, 


Nor yet tor once you at aright, 
Or fleal like metcors, on the fight, 





Yhat glare, and pals away ; 
But conftant, equal, good, and true, 
You charin alike at ew ry view, 


And charm alike each day. 


Humanity fhall boatt her fon, 

Shatl tell the triumphs he lias won, 
The wretched he has bleft : 

Shall tell how oft the lenient care 

Hath footh’d the terrors of despair, 
And fet the foul ar reit. 


Should 


[ so 
Should Fortune from her flowing hand 
Increafe your wealth, enrich your land, 
And pour her gifts profufe : 
Abfurd ’twould be if we fhould call 
You happy, tho’ poffefs’d of all, 
Without a will to ufe. 


He only feels the joy fincere 

Who aéts with moderation here, 
Unfway’d by love or hate; 

Who wifely ufes what is giv’n ; 

Or bravely bears the will of heay’n: 
Refign’d in ev’ry ftate. 


Who dreads not death fo much as fhame ; 
Who ftands unfully’d in his tame; 
Uncheck’d in virtue’s race + 
Such, fuch a one is not afraid 
To pevith in his country’s aid, 
Or fhare his friend’s difgrace. 


THE FOLLOWING 15 A COPY OF THE EPITAPH 
WHICH DR. FRANKLIN WROTE FOR HIMSELF) 
SOME YEARS AGO, 


The Body of 
Binyamin FRANKLIN 
Bokoa, Printer; 
like 
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like the Cover of an old Book, 
its Contents torn out, 
and ftript of its lettering and gilding, 
lies here, 
food for worms ; 
yet the Work itfelf will not be loft, 
for it hall 
{as he believed) 
appear once more, 
in a new and beautiful Edition, 
revifed, and corrected, 
by the AUTHOR. 


AN EPIGRAM, ON SEEING LADY A—R’S PICTURES 


WHEN her dear Portrait was to Ar fhewn, 

Adorn’d with charms and beauty—not her own t 

Where Reynolds pitying nature, kindly made | 

Such lips! fuch eyes! as A—r never had. 

“© Ye Gods!” fhe cries, in extacy of heart, 

«© How near may nature be exprett by art! 

© -Well—it is wond’rous like !—nay, let me dig, 

© My very pouring lip !~and killing eye ted 

—Sincere and blunt, as Manly in the play, 

Her Lord replies—‘ Like, Madam, did vou fay? 

“© The picture bears this likenefs, it is true, 

« The Portrait’s painted, love—and fo are you! 
Kirzy CARMINE. 





Tre 
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THE MONKIES. 


TO ouR MODERN BEAUX, 


Wuor'Er with curious eye has rang’d 
Through Ovid’s tales, has feen, 

How Jove, incens’d, to monkies chang’d 
A tribe of worthlefs men, 


Repentant, foon th’ offending race 
Intreat the injur’d pow’r, 

To give them back the human face, 
And reafon’s aid reftore. 


Jove, footh’d at length, his ear inclin’d, 
And granted half their pray’r ; 

But th’ other half he bade the wind 
Difperfe in empty air. 


Scarce had the Thunderer giv’e the nod, 
That thook the vaulted fkies, 

With haughtier air the creatures ftrode, 
And ftretch’d their dwindled fize. 





The hair in curls luxuriant now 
Avound their temples fpread ; 
The tail, that whilom huag below, 
Now dangled from their head, 
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The head remains unchang’d within, 
Nor alter’d much the face ; 

fe flill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace. 


The holloy cheeks began to fill, 
Yet meagre look’d and wan ; 
The mouth inceffant chatter’d till, 
But mock’d the voice of man. 


Thus half transform’d, and half the fame, 
Jove bade them take their place, ; 

(Reftoring them their ancient claim) 
Among the human race, 





Man with contempt the 
Nor would a name be 

But woman lik’d the motley breed, 
And called the thing Beau, 


brate furvey’d, 





We 


EPIGRA™M 
T HAVE lof my mifirefs, horie, and wif:, 
And when I think on human life, 
Cry mercy ’twas no werle. 
My mittreisfickly, poor and cid, 
My wife damn’d ugly, and a teold, 
Tam toiry for my horfe. 


Vor. Ve B TO 
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TO CLARA, 


Dear thoughtlefs Clara, to my verfe attend, 

. Believe for once thy lover and thy friend, 
Heav’n to each fex has various giftsaffign’d, 
And fhewn an equal care of human kind ; 
Strength does to man’s imperial race belong, 

To your’s that beauty which fubdueg the ftrong, 

But as our firength, when mifapply’d is lott, 

And what fhould fave, urges our ruin moft: 

Jutt fo, when beauty proftituted lies, 

Of bawds the prey, of rakes th’ abandon’d prize ; 

Women no more their empire can maintain, 

Nor hope, vile flaves of luft, by love to reign. 

Superior charms but make their cafe the worfe ; 

When what was meant their blefling, proves their” 
curfe. 

© nymph ! that might, reclin’d on Cupid's breaft, 

Like P/ele footh the god of love to reft ; 

Or, if ambition mov’d thee, Fove enthral, 

Brandifh his thnader, and direét its fall ; 

Survey thyfe!!, contemplate ev’ry grace 

C¥ that five. form, of that angelic face. 

‘Then Clara fay, were thofe delicious charms 

Meant for lewd brothels, and rude ruffans arms ? 

No, Clara, no ; that perfon, and that mind, 

Were form’d by nature, and by heay’n defign’d 





For 


(Css } 


For nobler ends ; to thefe return, tho’ late, 
Return to thefe, and fo redrefs thy fate. 

Think, Clara, think, (nor will that thought be vain) 
Thy flave, thy Harry, doom’d to drag his chain 

Of love, ill-treated and abus’d, that he 

From more inglorious chains might refcue thee ; 
Thy drooping health reftor’d by his fond cares, 
Once more thy beauty its full luftre wears. 

Mov’d by his love, by his example taught, 

Soon fhall thy foul, once more with virtue fraught, 
With kind and generous truth thy bofom warm, 
And thy fat mind, like thy fair perfon,, charm, 


To virtue thus, and to thyfelf reftor’d, 
By all admir’d, by one alone ador’d, 
Be to thy Harry ever kind and true, 
And live for him, who more than dy’d for you, 


MAXIM, 


GENTLE manners, virtuous lives, 
Make eafy hufbands, happy wives. 
Thefe are the only means we know, 
To make a little heav’n below. 


ECONTRA, 


Angry mannérs, vicious lives, 
Make wretched hufbands, curfed wives. 


D2 And 
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And hence fuch evils take their birth, 
And make a little hell on earth, 


IDEM 


Two eafy things will fatisfy mankind, 

An eafy fortune and an eafy mind: 

But the one thing that gives a man content, 
Is a good confciencé, from a Jife well fpent. 


EPIGRAM™M. 


T ret thee, dear girl, and believe me tis true, 

Tnever beheld fuch a creature as you. ‘ 

Such wit! and fuch beauty !—fuch fate and fach 
pride! * : 

Thou ne’er had’ft an equal fince Jezebel died. 

Fine thape, and fine face, with a fimper fo thievith ! 

Yet artful, deceitful, ill-natur’d, and peevifh. 

God moulded thy face, but the devil thy heart ; 

What a pity the devil thould ipoil the bet part ! 


NONPARIEL, 


Wuen Shakefpeare died he left behind, 
No mortal of an equal mind. 

When Garrick play’d he liv’d again, 
Unrival’d *monggt the fous of men. 


Bat 
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But Garrick dies ! and (mark the fequel) 
The world will never fee their equal. 


W. 0. 
TO A YOUNG LADY WEEPING. 


BY JOHN KENT, ESQ, 


THE Cupids that rejoic’d to lie 

In Calia’s foul-enchanting eye, 
Perceiv’d th’ ineftimable tear, 

Upon the fparkling ball appear ¢ 
Sudden they rofe, by magic art 

‘To drive it backward to the heart ; 
In vain—along the cheek it glides, 
And near the beauteous bofom hides. 


Thither to fearch they quick repair, 
And, wond’ring find a Venus there. 

‘ Mine is the prize,” the goddefs faid, 
s* And here, in honour to the maid, 
Around this captivating fpace 


* A magazine of arrows place ; 


And frequent from the fatal blow 
Th’ unerring fhafts be fure to throw. 


oe 
3 
“¢ Till’n a oncE UNRUFFLED breaft, 

‘Le pain and pleafe they deeply reft. 

From nat’ral wounds thus miracles arife, 

“ And whiltt the /ierd exits, the lover dics.” 


ft a aw 


‘ 


- 


“ 
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AN EPIGRAM ON MISS ELEANOR AMBROSE, A CEs 
LEBRATED BEAUTY IN DUBLIN. 


BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIED. 


IN Favia’s eyes is every grace, 
She’s handfome as fhe cou'd be; 

With Facob’s beauty in her face, 
And Efau’s where it thou’d be. 


AN ANSWER. 


Fravza’s a nate a deal too free 
With holy writ to blend her ; 

Henceforth fet Nel/ Sufanna be, 
And Cheferficld the Elder. 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 


WIsE was the man, with emblematic hand, 
Who firft on this tranfparent plate of fand 
‘The name of woman, nature’s fairett queen, 
Difplay’d, engraven with the diamond keen : 
‘Well knew he, that the glafs and jewel join’d, 
Were trueft emblems of her face and mind. 
Tn bounteous woman, for from woman flows 
‘The fource of ev'ry bleffing life beftows, 


A thou. 
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A thoufand charms, a thonfand faults unite, : 
As frail as glafs, tho’ as the diamond bright. 


T. HI 


AN EPIGRAM. 


SAYS a beau to a lady—pray name, if you can, 

Of all your acquaintance, the handfomeft man, 

The lady replied —ifyou’d have me {peak true, 

He’s the handfomeft man, that’s the moft unlike you, 


HILARY TERM, 1766, P ; ©, IN THE 
COMMON-PLEAS, 


TWO minitters in the republic of letters, 

Had a quarrel, as oft is the cafe of their betters : 

They did not, like mortals, decide it with fwords, 

But retted their caufe on the power of words. 

*Squire P was the Plaintiff, lady C the defendant, 

The Point of Precedence the Caufe then dependant s 

And I was appointed the Judge, 1 affure ye ; 

One-and twenty remain’d, * which made up the 
Grand Jury. 

All matters adjufted, at length came the day, 

When *fquire P thus Politely ProPounded his Plea: 


* Of the alphabet, 
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That I ever was found in Contention till now 

My bittereft enemy dare not avow : : 

Hf of this my opponent be equally Clear, 

May hereafter at large, and more fully appear, 

When the kingdom of letters firt appear’d' on the 
flage, : 

By fome fuppofed Prior to the fam'd golden age, 

Tthen was appointed to, indeed, a low ftation, 

But refted well Pleas’d with the good of the nation: 

The Pot then affign’d me I’ve held to this day, 

And fill’d it with honour, Vil venture to fay. 

And here let me hope that it will not ditpleafe, 

In fo weighty a¥matter, if I found my own Praifes 

Had I ever defe. ted or quitted my Poft, 

Mutt not every thing Precious ftraightway haye been 
loft; 


more ee a * 
Would your Pariament, rrivuege, Property, Power, 


Depriv’d of my aid, fubfift for one hour? 

Your Peers and your People depend upon me, 

And a Prince is no Prince if depriv’d of a P. 

Thus true to my truft, I Performed my duty,. 

And no one will fay that I have not been true t’you, 
But now to the fubjeé& of this day’s debate—— 

A new member has lately Crept into the ftate, 

And takes way of the moft of the Primeval letters, * 
‘Tho’ their ages alone will prove ’em her betters ; 


* Lady C holds the third place in the alphabet, 
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An upftart the is, no one knows whence the Came, 
Nor Hebrews, nor Greeks * ever heard of her name*# 
Uninvited tle Comes, none her aid did implore, 
We may want it as weil as for ages before : 
’Fwere eafy to prove beyond difputation, 
She’s unfit to refide in a Civiliz’d nation ; 
Of ev’ry Cabal he’s the firft grand promoter, 
No Capital Crimes are Committed without her. 
But E trefpafs too long, fo with humble fubmiffion, 
To this worfhipful bench I Prefer this Petition ; — 
That this sew lady’C, who appea of late, 
Be from Reneeforth for ever ‘from:dur ftate ¥ 
Or if you’re difpos’d to fhew Pity unto"her, 
And Continue her ftill, let ber fit next the door ; 
At leaft, let her fit on a feat below me, 
And always give Place to Petitioner P, 

Lady C now arofe, and with deliberation, 
Thus itrove to Confute this grand aecufation, 

T thall not begin, as is done now-a-days, 
To PulPit in Public my own Private Praife; 
Nor fhall Paffion Provoke me to ferve my own ends, 
By Proclaiming aloud the faults of my friends, 
Pim accus’d to this Court as an upftart intruder, 
Uninvited, unwanted, and what is {till ruder,— 


* There is no letter C in the Greek or Hebrew 


Ds OF 
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Of Capital Crimes; Cabals, and what not; 2 
Pho’ this Court are all ‘Confeious I was ne’er in. a 
pig tga yr ad Se HIS 
Of a bill of exclufion I’m no way afraid, 
~ For there’s none of you all butat times want my aid. 
And as to degrading, I humbly fubmit, 
‘To whatever this worlhipful Court thall think fits 
Yet Ii c on! nthe feat that I fit on ; 
~My rank is (till higher * at the Court of Great-Bri- 
tain: « sy 
‘There unrival’ d, and give place unto none: 
' But the Monarch (God blefs him) who fits on the 


eS oem 





throne.” 
‘Tho? thus highly ey d, 
If by Pride I eer injur’d our an 
To which of you have I Precedence deny’d, 
For the good of the Public was always my guide, 
I march in the front when the Cafe demands 
In dang’rous emergenCe I’m feen in the rear : 
To none of you all was my aid e’er fefus’d, 
Not-even to him by whom I’m accus’d:: 
The Perfection he boatts of, whate’er his Conceit, 
Without my ConCurrenCe Can ne’er be Compleat : 
But to you, Confcript fathers, my, Caufe I Com, 

. mend— 


-Then Curtfy’d Compos’dly; and fo made an end, 












weal g 





® Charlotte, Queen, 
Both 


= eal ae 
f : 


~ Both Parties were now order'd out of the Places: 


: ea 
_ ‘Pill the judge and the jury Confider’d the Cafe 3 va 


t 63] 


True ftatefmen they were ; the Chief Point in debate 

Was to.end the difpute without hurting the ftate. . 

© After Pros and Cons many, rofe W the fage, : 

For Wifdom and Worth the delight of the ages 

And mov’d'that ’fquire P thould wi w his. Peti~ 

2° tion, $y aeRO 

And join lady C in a new Coalition: - 

‘That all former quarrels be now laid afide, 

And the Parties advis’d to bel ally’d ; 

That the benefits-which from this union would 

fpring, ee 

Mutt make it to all a defireable thing. 
To this Prudent motion the aflembly agree,” 

And the Parties being Call’d, they are told the de- 


cree. 
They both by their looks appear well content 5 
So P made propofals, and C gave Confent. 


Thus ended at length this troublefome Caufe, 
And thro’ the whole Court rung a buz of applaufe ; 
The genius of letters flood invifibly by, 

And joyfully help’d to make one in the Cry: 

« May thé hands ne’er divide which this day have 
been Plighted, ¥ 

«« May the P’s and the C’s be for ever united.” 

But here, leit the witlings miftake what I mean, 
And give to my lines a Conftruction obfcene 5 

= -~P6 Give 
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E & j 
Give me leave'to'explain them, and fhew how they’re 
bir— 
For C ftands for Chatham, and:P ftands for Put, 


2 
Oo ob E 


AT THE ENCOENIA, HELD AT OXFORD, JULY 3793, 
FOR THE RRGEPTION oF THE RIGHT HON, FREw 
DERIC Lorp BORTH, CHANCELLOR. oF THE 
UNIVERSIIY: Written By pe. WHEELER, 
PROFESSOR OF FORTRY ; AND sET TO Music 
BY DR. HAYES, 


RECITATIVEY 
DavuGuters of Beauty, who éneaptur'd hail 
The Virgin Quire, in that romantic vale 
Where Ifis down her preen-enamel’d edge 
Glides in foft eddies oer the waving fedge ; 

And Cherwell from his ofier’d bed 
Oft hears the fairies? printlefs tread, - 
When mifly night with filent pace 
Steals gradual o’er their circling chace : 
And you, iluérions Chiefs, who glow 
With ardour for your country’s weal, 
Yet, ’mid the call of patriot zeal, 
At Phebus’ fhrine with tran{port how : 
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spat 


From bufy fceres to thefe embower’d retreats 
Your ftep aufpicious mitred Sheldon greets ; , 
While Peace, attendant at her hallow’d fane, 
Parent of Science, fwells your folemn train. 


RECITATIVE. 


Mark, where the fiend of War, on havock bent, 
Gigantic ranges o’er Moldavia’s land, 

And Warfaw’s fons, by feuds remorfelefs rent, 
Reluétant own the Victor’s {tern command! 

Hefperia views the gathering cloud 
From Gallia rife, and lowering Spain ; 

While floating bulwarks with their thunders loud 
Affright the Naiads of th’ Egean main, 


RECITATIVE, 


Britannia fits inthron’d in awful ftate, 
Sole Arbitrefs ferene; ** and what fhe wills, ig 
Fate.” 
ALRe 
Heroes in the ghaftly fight 
Vainly vaunt atchievements brave ; 
Check, O check your lawlefs might! 
Valour conquers but to fave. 


Happier 
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Happier they, whom Wifdom’s lore 
Prompts to frame the focial plan ; 
Fraught with Science’ richeft ftore, 
i'd to blefs and perfect man, 
Da Capo, 


RECITATIVE, 


What martial fons, once proud of thy behett, 
O Rhedycina, blazon wide the page 
By Memory mark’d! full many a royal guett 
Here mus’d attentive to the hoary fage. 
Lion-hearted Richard’s {pear 
Glitter’d firft in * Beaumont’s thade ; 
Here he couch’d his lance, and here 
Panted for the bold Crufade, 
Henry, ¢ thunder-bolt of war, 
Here piann’d his hardieft deeds ; here learnt to wield 
His maiden fword, and hurl the mafly bar ; 
Here grafp the mimic fhield. 


RECITATIYV Ee 


Enough, hercic fouls, of cruel fight ; 

Forgive, if milder arms invite 

The grateful mufe for focial worth to twine 

‘The wreath of Honour fnatch’d from Virtue’s fhrine. 


* Near Worcefter codege; once a feat of Henry 1K, 
+ Hen, V. educated at Quecn’s-college, 
Ss ¥ M« 


£ 67 } 
SY MP HON Y, 


RECITATIVE, 


Heard ye, while echoing from yon azure Sphere 
Prophetic accents ftruck th’ aftonith'd ear ? 


AIR. 


T fee the fovercign form defcend, 
And wrapt in tole majeftic, downward bend, 


RECITATIVE, 


Britons, if aught ye boat of Crefly’s field, 


(AccomMPANrdED.} 


‘Where many a crimfon’d helm and batter’d thield, 

By delving plowmen turn’d, recals the name 

Of Edward, high enroll’d by deathlefs Fame; 
That praife be mine. But better far 

The peaceful fway, than fpoils of favage war 

To Me, or Bolingbroke’s undaunted fon, 

On Poictou’s tented plains by valour won. 

With crouded canvas wing’d, ’tis your’s to fiveep 

Golconda’s fhores, and darken all the deep, 
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AIR 


But flay, you bold advent’rers flay 3: 
Nor, blithfome o’er the briny furge, 
With mad’ning {peed mifguided urge 

To pearly Ind’ your heedlefs way. 

What boots it that my Edward led 
In Freedom’s caufe his eaper van ; 

If you, relentlefs foes to man, 
O'er fruitful climes dire famine {pread ? 


RECITATIVE, 


Yet haply thall a Brunfwick’s rule benign, 
By fapience counfel’d, prune your daring wing, 
And dittant tribes with hafte confign 
Their wav'ting homage to a guardian King. 
Afia, no more thy guiltlefs natives mild, 
By ruthlefs hand defpoil’d, 
Frantic their fabled Genii fhall invoke 
With wizard rites, and curfe their galing yoke, 


AIR. 
Ye chiefs, who near your liege’s throne 
Attendant, hold the helm of ftare ; 
As Edward’s tilting barons fhone 
In royal Windfor’s trophied gate ; 
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O think, while on your puiffaat thigh 
The myttic garter firm you bind, 
From that quaint badge what leffons high 
Refleting warm cach op’ning mind, 
The generous youths near Ifis’ flream, 
Who joyous hail a fovereign’s choice, 
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice, 
With rivai ardour catch th’ intrudive theme, 


RECITATIVE. [Accompanied.} 


* Goodnefa, deck’d with g'ory, wide 
“¢ Darts her Juitre, heav’aty bright ; 
“ Fame, to Virtue unally’d, 
“* Shines—the meteor of a night,” 


CHQRU & 


The generous youths near Ifis’ ftream, 
Who joyous hail a fovereign’s choice, 
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice, 
With rivai urdour catch th’ infiruttive theme, 


oO Db E, 
AS IT OUGHT TO NAVE BEEN PERFORMED AT THE 
ENCOENIA HELD AT OXFORD, JULY 1773+ 


RECITATIVE. 


SONS of Corruption, who obedient hail 
The Treafury Bench. in that frequented vale 
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Where Thames in curling eddies gently glides, 
And W-———ne has oft chang’d fides ; 
Where drunken watchmen in the ftreet, 
Hear the prowling harlot’s feet, 
When mifty night with filent pace, 
Steals gradual o’er the wanton chace ; 
Andyou, degenerate Peers, who glow 
With ardour for the Privy Seal, 
Yet ’mid the call of venal zeal, 

At Dullnefs’ Quine with reverence bow, 


AIR, 


From feenes at court, to thefe once learn’d retreata, 
Your fleps aufpicious Dr, W———r greets, 

While Sleep, attendant at her drowfy fane, 

Parent of eafe, envelopes all your train, 


RECITATIVE 


Mark where the Gold Coin A&G, on havock bent, 
Gigantic rages over Britain’s land 5 
And Liverymen by feuds internal rent, 
Relu@ant own a T———d’s ftern command, 
M t beholds the gathering clond 
From § ———h rife, and dreads the coft ; 
While cruel Juries, with their thunders loud, 
Affright the printer of each Evening Pott, 





REC 
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RECITATIVE, 


See M————d fits enthron’d in dreadful flate, 
Sole arbiter fupreme, ‘and what he wills is fate.” 


ALR, 


’  Scotchmen in St. George’s fight,” 
Vainly vaunt atchievements brave ; 

Check, O check your lawlefs might, 
Oh flop ! a father’s darling fave, 

Happier W——s, whom Wifdom’s lore 
Prompts to frame th’ avenging plan, 

Fraught with Freedom's richeft ftore, 
Skill’d to fave a finking land, 


RECITATIVE, 


What fons regardlefs of thy wife beheft, 
O Rhedycina, now difgrace the age 
By treach’ry mark’d! full many a recreant gueft 
Here loung’d, regardlefs of the hoary fage. 
Chicken-hearted N——h, they fay, 
Canted fisitin Beaumont’s thade ; 
Here he ftudied tricks to play, 
Here his {chemes for lotteries laid. 
F » the thunder-bolt of vice, 
Here plann’d his hardieft deeds s here learnt to fhake 
The rattling-box, to hurl the loaded dice, 
And feize the forfeit fake, 
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RECITATIVES 


But hence, ye fouls, abandon’d ! quit my fight! 
More generous noble deeds invite ; 

Th’ admiring mufe for Patriot Wortht e,twine, 

The wreath of honour, fnatch’d from Virtue’s thring 


SYMPHONY RECITATIVE 


Heard ye, while echoing from yon” azure {phere, 
Prophetic accents itruck th’ allonifh'd ear? 


AIR, 


I fee the fovereign form defcend, 
And wrapt in ftole majeftic, downward bends 


RECIPTAT Eve [Accompanied] 


Britons, if aught ye boaft of Nafeby’s field, 
Where many a crimfon’d helm, and batter’d fhield, 
By delving plowmen turn’d, recalls the name 
Of Cromwell, high enroll’d by deathlefs fame. 
That praife be mine; and better far 
Such glorious ftruggles, than a cruel war 
On Caribbs wag’d, by Guildford’s wily fon, 
On Vincent’s burning plains, by treachery won. _ 
With crowded canvas wing’d, ’tis your’s to {weep 
Golconda’s fhores, and darken all the deep. & 


AlRe 
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AIR, 


But flay, ** ye bold ufurpers,” ftay, 
Nor lawlefs o’er the briny furge, 
With impious {peed rapacious urge, 
To charter’d Ind’ your daring way. 
What boots it that my W. m led, 
Againt defpotic power, his eager vany 
If you, relentlefs foes to man, 
O’er every right your thackles fpread ? 





RECITATIVE 


What! thall a Br k's rule"benign, 

By traitors counfell’d, prune fair Freedom's 

wing, 
And diftant tribes to N—— confign ? 
Is this the duty of a Britith ? 

Afia, behold! thy guiltlefs natives mild, 

By M- {brands defpoil’d ; 
Frantic their fecble Genii fhall invoke 
With wizard rites, and curfe ‘ their galling yoke.” 











AILRs 


Vipers, who near your liege’s throne 
Attendant, feize the helmof ftate, 
(How different Edward’s barons fhone, 
In“yal Windfor’s trophied gate!) 


Each 


£74) 


Each morn when around your thigh 

* The worfted garter clofe you bind, 

** Think on a rope, and gallows high ;” 
+ Let them fic heavy on each mind. 
The —~-~~~3 youths near Ifis’ ftream, 
Who daily mourn their f{———=n’s choice, 

Crown'd by Rhedycina’s voice, 
With longing ardor hear the pleafing theme, 


Rxrcuta tive [Accompanied] 


W——s, whom H——e fo much bely’d, 
Will thine in i annals bright, 
At Tyburr.N—— with halter ty’d, 
Soon will fink in endlefs night, 


CHORUS. 


The generous youths, near Ifis’ ftream, 
Who daily mourn their f- n’s choice, 
Crown’d by Rhedycina’s voice, 
With longing ardour hear the pleafing theme. 





This muft have been the poet’s original idea, for the Garte 
peculiar tothe Coder of St. George, is wom below the knee, and ne 


round the puidant thigh.” 
{ 4 Let me fc heavy on thy fout to-morrow. 
Shakefpeare’s Richard IT 
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AN ODE «N A BACHELORS’ MEETING AT CAMs 
BRIDGE. 


A PARODY ON DRYDEN’s ODE, 
BY A GENTLEMAN OF OXFORD. 
i 


"Twas at the royal feaft for won degrees 
By Alma Mater’s darling fons of eafe ; 
Aloft in elbow chair 
Their Prefident they rear 
Omnipotently great: 
The mirthful crew were plac’émround ; 
Each cafy face with carelefs pleafures crown’d, 
Thus recent Bachelors are found: 
Bacchus, dominion’s fecond wand 
(Bacchus and all went hand in hand) 
Receiv’d; and downward took his ftand. 
Happy, happy, free from care ! 
None but the gay, 
None but the gay, 
None but the gay fuch pleafures dare. 
i 
Brifk waiters all around 
Removing quick the crumbs, 
With heels mercurial fkim the ground: 
Tye cuftards fly; the bottles comes, 
And heav’nly joy infpires, 
The 
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The feaft began from Love, 
Who leaving blifsful feats above, 
‘Taught man immortal joys to prove ; 
No fiery form the goddefs bore ; 
No grim unnatural vifor wore: 
She made great Jove Olympia’s gut, - 
And foon he fought her fnowy breatt ; 
Then round her flender waift he curPd, 
There ftampt an image of himfelf, a \ fov'reign. © 
the world, 
Each ample goblet with a rofe is crown'd ; 
Sweet heav’n-born Venus loud, they fhout around, 
Sweet heav’n-born Venus loud the roofs rebound, 
With raptur'd eyes 
Great Prafes {pies 
Each finifh’d glafs, 
Each bottle pafs, 
New gen’rous catkets rife. 
Tid 
The praife of much-fam’d Punch great Bacchus fung; 
Of Punch, all-pow’rful, ftout, and flrong: 
The fanning bowl! in triumph comes ; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 
Elate in filver Pride, 
High rolls his threat’ning tide ; 
Give each encount’rer breath ; he comes, he comes! 
Vacuna, loy’d of all mankind, 
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Drinking joys did firft ordain ; 
Freedom’s bleffings are a treafure, 
Drinking is the Graduates’ pleafure, 
Rich the treafure, 
Sweet the pleafure, 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 
: IV. 
Big with their prefent flate the crew grows vain; 
Burn their dry ftudied parchments o’er again, 
And thrice ’gainit rules and fyftems roar aimain, 
* The Father faw the madnefs rife, 
Their glowing cheeks, their ardent eyes 
And whilf they heav’n and earth defy’d, 
Shew’d his feroll, and check’d their pride. 
High by the Prefident he sate 
Big with the lift of tate: 
He fung a braggart vainly proud, 
By too fevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fatten, fallen, 
Fallen from his high etftate, 
And humbled in the crowd 
Deferted at his utmo’ veed, 
All*his boafted knowledge fed + 
Now on the fecand Tripos laid, 
No power could raife his burthen’d head. 





© The Father is a Ce liege Offices, who attends the 


and acqaaints them wit at degrees. 
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With downcatt looks the filene’d vaunter fate, 
Revolving in his alter’d foul 
The fchemes on which he had been fed; 
And now a curfe in fecret flole, 
And fhouk his empty head, 
Vv. 
The feeling father griev'd to fee 
Bad luck brought to the next degree, 
He will’d the killing found to check, 
And pity mov’d him thus to {peak : 
Gently dull in lengthen’d numbers, 
Thus he foort’d his foul ro flumbers, 
Vainly duil are « fopbith troubles : 
Honours are but empty bubbles ; 
Ceafing, foon as they’re beginning, 
Study’s a'l our eafe deftroying : 
Happier days thou batt been winning, 
Think, then chink them worth enjoying, 
The mighty bottle flands befide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee, 
The meny rend the fkies with loud applaufe ; 
Luc Bacchus could alone diffulve the caufe, 
The youth difdaining to reveal his pain, 
Priced hard the bow! 
That eafed his foul, 
And ti’d and drank, fill’d and drank, 
Pitd and drank, and élfd again; 
© A Soph isa man who waug. bur une peur of being a Bachelor. 
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At length in feas of mighty liquors drown’d, 
He droop’d his o’ercharg’d head, and kifs’d the 
ground. 


VI. 
Produce the fatal feroll again : 
But now produce a happier ftrain. 
Salute the youth who fits befide him, 
A* Wrangler’s wreath the gods provide him. 
Hark, hark, the envy’d found 
Has raifed up bis head 
Who fo lately was dead, 
And'amazed he flares round, 
Reveiige, revenge, he trembling cries, 
See the fhatter'd glafs flies 
Hear his blafphemous prayers ; 
Hear his threats—his defpairs ; 
See the fparkles that flafh from his eyes ! 
Behold he rends his band, 
Takes a glafs in his hand 
This is his ghoft, whom the Prottors had flain, 
And whofe + groats ftil! remain 
In clutches profane. 


® The twelve fir’ Bachelors are called Wranglers, 


+ Every man, upon being admite-d 2 member of the Univerfity, 
depotits 35. 4d. which is called his groats; and if uyon taking his 
degrees, he is found to be extremely ignozant, thefe groar. jave not 
returned, 
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‘Now ye valiant bands, 

Seize him—hold back his hands! 
Behold how he toffes the bottles on high, 

How he aims at whom Fortune had fed, 

And laurel’d temples of the Wrangler’s head. 
The bowl’s ample form he in vain ftrives to wield ; 
Stout Bacchus oppofes his dazzling thield ; 

The way great Preefes led, - 

To light him to his bed, 
Whiltt fix fam’d champions bear him off the field, 


The following Ertrara was infcribed by Lord -—— on a 
Marble Pillar ereéted to the Memory of a favourite ITALIAN 
Greyuounn, which died at his Lordthip’s Houfe in ‘Town, and 
was fort down in a Marble Coffin, in a Hearfe and fix, to be ine 


tered in his Lordthip’s Park. 


Sistz Viator! 
Nec mirare fupremo efferri honore 
Extin@um Catulum. 
Sed qualem! quem, forma infignis, 
Niveufque candor, 
Amor, cbicquium, fides 
Domini celicias facere, 
Cujus lateri edhefic 


Consiva affiduus, fociulque tori. 
Tit. 


— 
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Ilo comite, vis animi herilis delaffata, 
Ingenium, mentemque horam fumebats 
Iftis pro meritis 
Non ingratus herus 
Marmorea hac urna 
Mortuum defiens locavit, 


On another fide of the Column was inferibedy 


Injuriofo ne pede proruas 
Stantem columnan. 


The Clergyman of the Parifh being offended that fuch Honours 
fhould te paid to a Doo, wrote the fullowing EpiT arn ona 


different fide of the Column, and inferibed ite 


Re——T LORD ON B16 DOG BOBTAIL. 





2 
Sray, traveller, and fee what's here 
That makes this mighty pother ; 
An epitaph to make folks laugh, 
Which one dog gives another, 


T 
Two dogs there were, as doth appear, 
Tho’ this may feem an odd tale ; 
One's name was Bob, a witty dog, 
- The other’s name was Bobtail. 


C 8 J 
Tih. 

Together they did fport and play; 
One bed, one houfe held either; 

Great pity twas in fach a cafe, 
‘fhey dicd not both together: 


Iv. 
That-men might fay another day, 
Of thefe two dogs mot civil— 
So Bobtail’s gone to Cerberus down, 
Bur Bob’s gone to the Devils 


Vv. 
But kinder fate has chang'd their fate, 
Bobtail has "feap’d the halter, 
Jt mayn’t be fo with Bob, you know, 
Unlefs his manners alter,~- 


VI. 
Since M——h can a dog make man, 
Upon death’s fad difatter 5 
My merry mufe could not refufe 
‘To make a dog o’th’ mafter. 


Vil. 
And yet her fong would be too long, 
Their virtues to fum up t’ yes 
Since no man could ever tell 
Which was the greater Puppy. 


[ % J] 
THE DEATH OF CRUSO, 
AN ODE, 


ON THE MURDER OF MISS SMITH’S FAVORITE DOG. 


> TWAS when the Gods, if fach there are, 
That make the ufeful dog their care, 
To Fate confign’d their charge ; 
Poor Crufo, of the pointing kind, 
With nofe fagacious fnuff’d the wind, 
And rang’d the field at large. 


His miftrefs, like the Emprefs 
Whofe thunder twice had fhook the green, 
Whofe light’ning twice had kill’d ; 
Once more recharg’d the nit’rous bed, 
With fatal bolts of rounded lead, 
With death her engine fill’d. 


In a& to fire like mighty Jove, 
Who grafps the forked fhafts above, 
' She ftood and took her aim: 
Her faithful deg had mark’d the hare, 
But, O! betore the cry’d, beware, 
His evil geuius came. 


The Emprefs of Ruffia, famous for the art of thoeting. 


Es Ta 
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In Fancy’s eye confeis’d he {tood, 
The owlet of fome neighb’ring wood, 
And thus with hoding voice ; 
Or take away your dog, he hoots, 
Or ftraight this gun your fav’rite fhoots, 
So, Madam, make your choice, 


She biav'’d her foe with courage found, 

But foon, tco foon, poor Crufo found 
No pity from fuch birdss 

Twas not the eagle, god-like fowl, 

No bird of Jove, but S e’s owl, 
That feream*® thefe dying words: 





* By Minden’s God, another Mars, 
‘* By all his honours and his fears, 

“© 1 fwear by his command: 
‘* By him that owns this wide domain, 
“ J fwear by mighty L—G——n, 

“ His awful Bird * ] ftand,” 


In Anna’s fhape Minerva came, 

And wifely thus reply’d the dame + 
*« Tf S——e’s ow] you be, 

“* Know, offspring of another neft, 

“ The bird that fits upon my creft, 
“ Js Wifdom’s type, not thee. 


® The name of Lame Gem's keeper. 
« Tknoy 
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© I know thy matter too, the cry’d, 
That co— L—d thou haft bely’d, 
In ewry flatt’ring note + 
‘© L heard it from the trump of fame, 
*© Tho? riches now have chang’d his name, 
«¢ D—r chang’d his coat.” 


Enrag’d, the angry bird of G——ge, 

With fury made his piece difgorge 
The lgaden food of death : 

Too clofé the thot-like bullet flew _ 

And pierc’d the heart, as Crufo drow 
His laft, but eafy breath. 


The after fecne lies undeferib’d ; 
Apollo had the mufes brib’d, 
To aid no poet then: 
Of Anna's griefs I fain would fing, 
But dare not pluck from Fancy’s wing, 
An uninfpired pen. 


ANACREONTIC. 


THE CAPTIVATED BEE; OR, LITTLE FILCHENs 


AS Julia once a flumb’ring lay, 

It chane’d a bee did fly that way, 

(After a dew, or dew-like thow'r) 
To tipple freely in a flow’r. 
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For fome rich flower he took the lip 
Of Julia, and began to fip; 
But, when he felt he fackt from thence 
Honey in the quinteffence, 
He drank fo much he fearce could ftir; 
So Julia took the pilferer, 
Being thus furpriz’d, (as filchers ufe) 
He thus began himéfelf t” excufe: 

Sweet Lady-flower! I never brought 
Hither to you one thieving thought ; 
But taking thofe tare lips of your's 
For gay, freth, fragrant, lufcious flowers, 
I thought I there might take a tafte, 
Where fo much fweetnefs ran to watte, 
Befides, know this, I never fting 
The flower that gives me nourifhing ; 
But with a kifs, or thanks, repay, 
‘The honey that I bear away. 

This faid, he laid his little ferzp 
Of honey ’fore her Ladythip, 
And told her (as fome tears did fall) 
That thar he took, and shat was all: 

-AMt which the fmil'd, and bade him go, 

And take his bag; but thus much know, i 
When next he came a pilffring fo, 
He fhould from her full lips derive 
Honey enough to drown his wife. 
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AN INVENTORY OF DRy swiFT’s Goons, UPON 
LENDING H1I8 HOUSE TO THE BISHOP OF M-m——% 


[Not printed in his Works.} 


AN oaken broken elbow chair ; 
A candle-cup without an ear; 
A batter’d, fhatter’d, ath bedftead ; 
A box of deal without a lid; 
‘A pair of tongs, buc out of joint > 
A poor ald poker without point ; 
A pot thiv’s crack’d acrofs, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; i, 
An iron lock without a’ key; 
A wig with hanging quite grown grey ; 
A pair of bellows without pipe ; 
A curtain worn to half a ftripe ; 
A dith, which mignt good meat afford once s 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; 
A bottle-bottom, wooden-platter 
(One for meal, and one for water.): 
There is, befides, a copper fkullet, 
Which runs as fait out as you fill it 
Acandletiick, a pan, and fave-all, 
And thus bis houthold goods you have alle 
Thefe to his Lordihip, as a friend, 
Till he bas built, 'd recommend ; 
‘They'd ferve his Lordthip for a fhift, 
Why not, as weil as Dr. Swift 3 

ae omy 4 Tn 
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STANZAS WRITTEN TO OBVIATE AN OBJECT s07 
TO AN ENGLISH LADY. 


Love, thy votry let me live, 
Ill to thee devote my lay ; 
In the joys you only give 
Let me laugh my time away. 


Fairer than the Queen of Love, 
Ever faithful, ever new, 

Polly can to rapture move, 
Can compel me to be true. 


‘Let the rich have gold and care, 
Pomp, and Yéar the proud:obtain ; 
Let the hero madly dare, _ 
And the learn’d be gravely vain. 


Let them take the varied woe, 
Pomp, or we7!-h, or fame, impart, 
All beneath my feet I threw,. 
Holding Polly to my Heart. 


The editor of Mr, Cawthorne’s poems has omitted 
to infert, in his edition, the following copy of 
verfes, which were prefixed to that gentleman’s ex- 
cellent poem of Abelard to Eloifa, on its original 
publication. The nimnhlet fren chick het. 


[ & 1 


lines are taken is become very fearce, and they 
are too excellent to be loft; 1 beg therefore to fee 
them in the Fugitive Mifcellany. 


TO MIS mmm, OF HORSEMANDEN, IN KENT, 


‘WHEN Wit and Science trimm’d their wither’ 
bays, 
At Petrarch’s voice, and beam’d with half their rays, 
Some heav’n-born genius, panting to explore 
The {cenes Oblivion with'’d te live no more, 
Found Abelard in Grief’s fad pomp array’d, 
And call’d the melting mourner from the fhade. 
Touch’d by his woes, and kindling at his rage, 
Admiring nations g'ow’d trom age to age; 
From age to age the foft infeétion ran, 
Taught to lament the hermit ia the man; 
Pride dropt her crett, Ambition learn’d to figh, 
And dove-like Piry ftream’d in every eye, 
Sick of the world’s applaute, yet fond to warm 
Each maid that knows with Eloife to charm, 
He aks of verfe to aid his native fire, 
Retines, and wildly lives along the lyre ; 
Bids all his various paffions throb anew, 
And hopes, my fair, to fteal a tear from you. 
O blett with temper, bleft with {kill to pour 
Life’s every comfort ou each focial hour; 
Chafe 
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Chatté as thy blufhes, gentle as thy mien, 
Too grave fur folly, and too gay for fpleen ¢ 
Indu!y’d to win, to foften, to infpire, 
‘lo melt with mufic, and with wit to fire; 
To b end, as jud;,ment telis thee how to.pleafe, 
Wiflom with finiles, and majefty with eafe ; 
Alike to virtue as the graces known, 
And proud to love all merit bat thy own £6: 

Tisele arc thy honours, thefe-wiil charms fupply, 
When thote dear funs fhall fet in either eye ; 
While fic, who, fond of drets, of paint and place, 
Aims boi to be a gocdefs in the face ; 
Born all thy fex illumines to defpite, 
Too mad for thought, tgo pretty to be wifey: 
Haun:s.for g.year fanta: dally vain, 
With half our Fribblés dying in her train: 
‘Then finks, as beauty fades and paffion cools, 
‘The fcorn of coxcombs, and the jeit of fools, 


‘TO MR. ALLEN RAMSAY, UPON HIS PUBLISHING 
HIS SECOND VOLUME OF POrMS, 


EY MR. SOMERVILLEs 


Han, Caledoni n bard! whofe rural frains 
Delight the hi’ning hills, and chear the plains! 
Alresdy polith’d by fome hand divine, 
‘Thy purer ore what furnace can refine ? 


Tor] 
Carelefs of.cenfure, like the fun, thine forth 
In native luftre, and intrinfic worth. 
To follow nature is by rules to write, 
She led the way, and taught the Stagirite. 
From her the critic’s tafte, the poct’s fire, 
Both drudge in vain ’till the from heav’n infpire ¢ 
By the fame guide initructed how to foar, 
Allen is now what Homer was before. 

Ye choten youths! who dare :ike him afpire, 
And touch with bolder hand the trembling lyre ¢ 
Keep nature. ftilt in view; on her intent, 

Climb by her aid the dang’rous fleep- afcent 

To latting fame. “Perhaps a little art 

Ts needful, to plane o’er fome rugged part 5 ] 
But the mof labour’d elegance and care, 

T’ arrive at full perfection nut defpair. 

Alter blot out, and write all o’er again, 

Alas! fome venial fins will yet remain, 
Indulgence ig to human frailty due, 

Ev’n Pope has taults, and ¢ ddifon a few 5 

But thoe, like mitts that cloud the morning ray, 
Are foft ind vanith in the blize of day. 

Tho’ fome intruding pimple find a place 

Amid the glories of Clarinda’s tace, 

We ftill love on, with equal zeal adore, 

Nor think her le!s a goddefz than before. 

Slight wounds in no dngracefut cars fhall end, 
Heal’d by the balm of fome good-natur'd triead, 
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‘Tn vaif'thall canker’d Zoilus affail,: 
While * Spence prefides, and Candour holds the fcale. 
His gen’rous breaft, nor envy fours, nor fpite, 
Taught by-+his + founder’s motto how to write, 
Good manners guides his pen, Learn’d without 

pride, 
In dubious points not forward to decide: 
If here and there uncommon beauties rife, 
From flow’r to flow’r he: roves with glad furprifee 
In failings no malignant pleafure takes, 
Nor rudely triumphs over {mall miftakes, 
No naufeous praife, no biting taunts offend, 
‘W’ expect a cenfor, and we find afriend, 
Poets, improv’d by his correéting‘eare; © © * 
Shall face their foes with More undaunted air, 
Strip’d of their rags fhall like { Ulyfles thine, 
With more heroic port, and grace divine.” 
No pomp of learning, and no fund of fenfe, 
Can e’er atone for loit benevolence. 
May Wykeham’s fons, who in each art excel, 
And rival antiént bards in writing well, 


© Mr, Spence, Feliow of New College, in Oxford, and Pretry 
Profeffor, who publithed feme very candid remaiks on Mz, Pope’s 
Odyfier, 

+ William of Wykcham, whofe motto wasy Manners maketh 
Mon. . 


y Vide Romer Cd. Ly aacv, 


While 
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While from their bright examples taught they‘fing, 
Andemulate their flights with bolder wing, 
From their own frailties learn the humbler part, 
Mildly to judge in gentlenefs of heart. ; : 
Such critics (Ramfay) jealous for our fame, 
‘Will not with malice infolently blame, } 
But lur’d by praife the haggard mute reclaim. 
Retouch each line ’till all is jut and neat, 
A work of proper parts, a work almoft compleat. 
So when fome beauteous dame, a reigning toaft, 
The flow'r of Ferth, and proud Edina’s boaft, 
Btands at her toilet in her‘tartan plaid, 
Tn all her richeft head-geer trimly clad, 
The curious hand-maid, with obfervant eye, 
Corrects the fwelling hoop that hangs awry, 
. Thro’ ev'ry plait her bufy fingers rove, 
And now fhe plys below, and then above, 
With pleafing tattle entertains the fair, 
Each ribbon fmooths, adjufts each rambling hair, 
"Lill the gay nymph in her full luftre fhine, 
And * Homer’s Juno was not half fo fine. 


© Vide Homer's Wiad, L. xiv. 
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EPISTLE TO A FRIEND BY THE LATZ WILLIAM 
HOGARTH, OCCASIONED BY THE PICTURE OF 
SIGISMUNDA BEING RETURNED ON HIS HANDS 
BY SIR Re GROSVENOR. 


To your charge, the other day, 
About my picture and my pay, 
In metre I’ve a mind to try, 
One word by way of a reply ¢ 
To rifque, you'll own, ’twas moft abfurdy 
Such labour on a rich man’s word 5 
To iofe at leatt an hundred days 
Of certain gain, for doubtful praife 5 
Since living artifts ne’er were paid § : 
But then you know it was agreed, } 
J thould be deem’d an artift dead, 
Like Raphael, Rubens, Guido, Rene; 
This promife drew me fairly in, 
And having laid my pencil by, 
‘What painter was more dead than I? 
But dead as Guido let me be, 
Then judge, my friend, *twixt him and me. 
Jf merit crowns alike the piece, * 
What treafon, to be like in price ? 


* The pidkure on the fame fubje& fold at 2 fale for-four hundred 
pounds. 


>. ee 
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Becaule no copy’d line you trace, 
No copy’d colouring, copy’d grace, 
The picture can’t be right you're fures 
But fay, my critic connoiffeur, 
Moves it the heart, as much or more, 
Than pidure ever did before ? 
This is the painter’s trueft teft, 
And this Sir R. d’s felf confeft. 
Nay, ’tis fo moving, that the Knight 
Can’t even bear it in his fight ; 
Then who Would tears fo dearly buy, 
‘As give four hundred pounds to.gry ? 
J own he chofe the prudent part, 
Rather to break his word than heart ; 
And yet methinks ’tis ticklith dealing, 
With one fo delicate~in feeling. 





However, let the pidure ruft, 
Perhaps time’s price enhancing duft, 
As ftatues moulder into earth, 
When I’m no more, may mark its worth 5 
And future connoiffeurs may rife, 
Honeft as ours, and full as wife, 
To puff the piece and painter too, 
And make me then what Guido’s now, 


THE 
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THE OLD MAN OF VERONA; 


BY THE REV. J. LANGHORNE, es 


Happy the man, whofe life’s whole fcene has laic 
In the dear fields of his paternal home, 

Leans on his ftaff, where once a child he play’d, 
And counts long annals of one little dome, 


He never, wand’risg, drank of ftreams unknown, 
Nor bore the toils of Fortune’s various war y 

He hears no tempeft’s rage, no battle’s groan, 
Nor the wild clamours of the wrangling bar, 


Strange to bufinefs, and the town, tho’ near, 
O’er heav’ns clear vault he takes his vifual range, 
Marks by its produce the revolying year, : 
Its fruits and flowers, the confiils of its change. 


The fun that rifes o’er his eaftern plain, 
Seeks o’er its weftern bounds his nightly fea 5 
The day, thus meafur’d in his own domain, 
Sinks in the fweet eafe of rufticity. 
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The ga@k, that now its tall head proudly rears, 
He well remembers once an humble fpray, 

Counts o'er his long contemporary years, 
And, like himéelf, beholds his groves decay. 


Tho’ near Verona, that he knows no more 
Than Indians darkening in the fun’s fierce flame ; 
Tho’ fame has told him of the Red Sea’s thore, 


He thinks Benacus’ borders are the fame, 
i‘ x 


Yet health is his, the trong limb’s finewy might, 
Robutt he fees his third-defcending heirs’: 
Inediftant climes let others taki 
His, longer life, and longer journies theirs, 


TOA LADY, 


WHO ACCUSED THE AUTHOR OF FLATTERYs 


Say ‘not, fair one, that I flatter, 
Truft me, what J fpeak is true ; 

Would you have me write a fatire, 
Where the purest praife is due. 


+1 thofe praifes cannot finother, 
You fo charming feem to me; 
What were flattery to another, 
Barely jnitice is to thee. 


ON 
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ON A LADY SLEEPING. 


Wutn, for the world’s repofe, my Czlia fleeps, 
See, Cupid hovers o’er the maid, and weeps. 
Well may’it thou weep, fond boy, thy power dies, 
Thou haft no darts, when Calia has no eyes. 


PROLOGUE TO A PUPPET-SHEW. 
ADDRESSED TO THE LADIES, 


FA tr dames, if puppets may prefume to fue 
To fuch true judges of mankind as you, 
Indulge us, fupplicating flicks of wood, 
Who plead bur to be heard and underftood ; 
And th8*tike modern macaronies made, 
Of filk and whalebone, tinfel aud brocade, 
Thus pledge ourfelves courageoufly to pleafe you, 
And promife, on our honours, not to teaze you. 
Since m fquerades are grown fo much in fafhion, 
That fqueaking’s made the language of the nation. 
Let honeft Punch be fr-m you: cenfure free, 
And file on uvaffeied repartee, 
Tn this infipid, fentimental age, 
Since wit cctit'd from the declining ftage 5 
Since bards enervaie, fpirilefs, aud tame, 
"ook decency and duilnefs for the fame ; 
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Since tafte in affeftation dy’d away, 

-eAnd moral fentences were ftyl’d a play. 
Receiv’d in this poor fcene, Joy’s fav’rite feat, 
True Englith humour feeks a laft retreat ; 

Here Punch the manners of the mob can paint,* 
And drefs his droll conceits in phrafes quaint ; 
For he’s a blade of fpirit, fire, and fun, 
Can drink, dance, drefs and fight, i intrigue and pun g 
Awe tho’ more thrill be charming Linley’s throat, 
When fweetly the prolongs the dying note, 
Yet ftill with tolerable grace he fings, 
And few fine gentlemen : things. 

* Should fome by partial prejudices led, 
Like living puppets better than the dead, 
We might, perhaps, infiruc& them where to find 
Amufements, more adapted to their mind; 
Shew rragedies pathetically dreft, 
Or plotlefs comedies without a jeft. 

Yet ere they leave us we would fain i impart 
A few thort efforts of our mimic art ; 
To prove our ponte "s creative fkitl, 
Who dreffes, moui.ls, and moves us ct his wills 
With one referve, left you hi- hopes defeat, 
That tho’ his humble friends, we never Ear. 


a T.HLI. 
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THE EXPOSTULATLON,. . 
TO DELTA, BY LORD -__, 


i 
For ever, O! mercilefs fair, 
Will that cruel indifPrence. endure ? 
Can thofe eyes look me into defpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure? 


I. 


If I love, will you doom me to die : 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid? 
Can that breaft the leaft pity deny 

To the wretch which your beauty has maa? 


NY, 


How oft what I felt to difguife 
Has my reafon imperioutly flrove, 
’Till my foul almoft fell from my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereit love 


IV. & 
‘Till render’d unable to flow, 
By the torture’s excefs which I bore, 


That nature funk under the wo, 
Or only recover’d to more. 





Then 


{ tor J 
r Vv. 
Then Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madnefs be drove: 
But, O! do not tell me you hate, 
Jf you even refolve fot to love. 


THE REPLY, 


BY LADY MARY Summum, 


+ 
O! Ceate to mourn, unkigppy youth, 
Or think this bofom hard; 
My tears, alas! mutt own your truth, 
And |. .uh it could reward, 
IL 
Th’ excefs of unabating wo, 
This tortur’d breatt endures, 
Too well, alas! muft make you know, 
The pain that dwells in your’s, 
wir. 
Condemn’d, like you, & weep in vain, 
I feek the darkeft grove; 
And fondly bear the tharpeft pain 
OF never-hoping love, 


Von Ve g- IV. My 
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Iv. 
My watfted day, in endlefs fighs, 
No found of comfort hears ; 
And morn but breaks on Delia’s eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


iV. 
If fleep fhould lend her friendly aid, 
In fancy { complain ; 
And hear fome fad, fome wretched maid, 
Or fee fome perjur'’d fwain. 


: VI. 
Then ceafe thy fuit, fond youth, O ceafe, 
Or blame the fates alone ; 
For how can I reftore your peace, 
Who quite have loft “* ; 


THE CHOICE OF A WIFE, 


WHENE’ER, my friend, you chance to find 
A female who attracts your mind, 
Your choice awhile fufpend ; 
Examine nicely firft her heart, 
If incorrupt, if free from art ; 
To that, be fure, attend. 


For beauty foon familiar grows, 
- Or fades, as hourly fades*the rofe, ; 
Frai 
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Frail tenant of decay! 
But virtue, life’s extremeft length 
Improving, fhines, and grows in ftrength, 
With each fucceeding day, 


This is the beauty worth yogy care, 

And not the cheek, the lip, the hair, 
The eye, the teetli, the mien ; 

Tf no deformity difgrace, 

You'll foon think that a lovely face, 
Where truth and hongur reign. 


Be then the‘purpofe of her heart, 
Whom of yourfelf you’d make a part, 
Confirm’d and well inform'd 

To all things moral, and di#ine ; 
The virtues more attraétive thine, 
By true devotion warm'd, : -..: 


Thofe virtues ftill have feat allay, 
And beft will bear the ftrict affay, 
That on religion grow; 
Others to fear, or interéft, yield, 

» Or ihrink, or meanly quit the field, 

When forms of paffion blow. 


“Let no vain fuperttitious fears 
Create imaginary cares ; 
‘ Fa 


For 


{ toy 


For thofe, who mean the bet, 
Who've only honeft ends in views 
Will carefully thofe ends purfue, 

And leave to heaven the reft. 


If gratitude her bofom fwell; 

Tf there, kind, generous, pity dwell, 
Meeknefs, and manly fénfe ; 

Tf no defire for drefs, or play, 

Can lead her fteady heart away, 
Fear not her innocence. 


Fair virtue, honour, candour, truth, 
Alone maintain the charms of youth 
Thro’ every ftage of life : 
Thefe with new luftre kglow, 
And, every day, new charms beftow 
Upon the friend—the wire, 


Thofe light the lamp of pure defire, 
Thefe fan the clear, celeftial fire, 
Bright flame of lafting love : 
‘While practis’d looks, and airs, and fmiles, 
And art, that thoughtlefs men beguiles, 
But flathes—meteors Prove. 


THE 
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THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND, 
BY A LADY, 


You afk, if the thing to my choice were fubmitted, 
You atk how I'd with in a mn to be fitted ? 

T’ll anfwer you freely, but beg you to mind him ; 
Your friendihip, perhaps, may affit me to find him, 


His age and condition fhall firt be confider'd— 
The rofe on his cheek thould be blown, but not wis 
theeld ; 
He fhould be, then—but, hark ye, a word in your 
ear, 
Don’t you think five-and-twenty would fit toa hair ? 


His fortune, from debts and incumbrances clear, 
Untaddled with jointures, a thoufand a year, 
Tho’, to thew you at once, my good fenfe and good 
nature, 
I'd not quarrel much, fhould it chance to be greater 


The qualities, next, of his heart and his head— 
Good-natur’d, and friendly, fincere, and well-bred 5 
With wit, when he pleas’d, on all fubjeéts to thine, 
And fenfe, not too great to fet value on mine: 


a aI, 
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His learning, and judgment, fhould feldom ap: 
pear; : 
And his courage be fhewn, but when danger is near ; 
With an eye, that can meJt at another man’s wo, 
A heart to forgive, and a hand to bettow. 


No coxe..mb who boafts of his knowledge, or arts ; 
Nor ftiff with his learning, Rér proud of his parts; 
No dull, folemn blockhead, who'd fain be thought 

wife ; 


For, a fool I deteft, and a fop I defpife, 


Thus I’ve try’d to mark out, in thefe whimfical 
; fays, ? 

The partner I with for the reft of my days: 

Go find out the lad that ig form’d to my plan ; 

And him I will marry—I mean if I can. 


But, if it thould chancethere’s a proverb, you 
know, 
That marriage and hanging by deftiny go— 
ushould it happen that fate hath fome other in ftore, 
"he reverle of the piéture I gave you before : 


Should I chance to be curft with a fop, or a fool, 
Too perverfe to be rul’d, yet too filly ro rule, 
What, then, could be dune ?—Without fighting, or 

arguing, 
T think I would e’en make the beft of my bargain : 
I'd 
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I'd fit down content with the lot that is mine, 
And, tho’ I might {mart, yet I would not repine— 
You may laugh, if you pleafe; but I’il wear that I 

would 
Do all I have tuld you—I mean if I could, 


The two following little pieces were written by the late Dre 
HawkrswortH; and given by him in order to be fet to 


Mofic by Mr. Stantay, the Compoter. 
ON FREEDOM 


FREEDOM’s charms alike engage 
Blooming yonth and hoary age; 
Time itfelf can ne’er deftroy 
Freedom’s pure and lafting joy : 
Love and friendfhip gave 
Half their bleffings to the flave ; 
None are happy but the free, 

Blifs is born of liberty. 


ON FRIENDSHIP, 


FRIENDSHIP is the joy of reafon, 
Dearer yet than that of love: 

Love but laits a tranfient feafon, 
Friendfhip makes the blifa above. 


a! ier’ <. 
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Who would lof the facred pleafure 
Felt, when foul with foul unites ; 

Other blefings have their meafure, 
Friendhhip without bound delights, 


VERSES BY POPE, 
[Nort in his Works-] 
TO MR. Cm—y ST. JAMES’S PLACE, 
LONDON, OCTOBER 226 


FEW words are beft; 1 with you well ; 
Bethel, I’m told, will foon be here: 
Some morning-walks along the Mall, 
And evening-friends will end the year. a 


Hf, in this interval, between 
The falling leaf and coming froft, 

You pleafe to fec, on Twit’nin green, 
Your triend, your poet, and your hott, 


For three who’e days you here may reft 
From office, bufinefs, news, and ftrife ; 

And (what moft folks would think a jeft) 
Want nothing elie, except your wife. 


iXy 
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INSCRIPTION AT i, * 1770 


[Now firft publithed,] 


Tus healing fpring to Mansfield lends 
Deftruction from his fingers’ ends ¢ 

‘Thus plants innoxious in the field, 

To vipers deadly poifons yield. 


TRANSLATION OF A FRAGMENT OF §$IMONIDES« 


Lown blew the winds, and from the fhore 
Her bark the felling billows bore, 
When the fond mother ¢ clofely pret, 
The infant Perfeus to her breatt. 
“© O child,” (and as the ’gan to {peak 
The tears ran down her faded cheek) 
“%¢ What thoughts my dfixious bofom tear ? 
“ Yet thou, feet boy, fecure from fear, 
“© With pure and peaceful flumbers bleft, 
* Can’it in this joylefs manfion reff ; 
“* Where night, and horror’s deepeft fhades, 
*¢ (Save where the glimmering moon pervades) 
*¢ Their gloomy influence have fpread, 
«6 ‘Thou, in thy purple mantle laid ; 


* Occafioned by a report that the Lor Chief Jutice having 
Soft his nails, recovered them by the ufe of te Scaiboronzh waters. 
+ Danat, 
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“ Nor heed ithe waves, that o’gr thee flow, 
** Nor heart the winds that howling blow. 
** Buthad thefe terrors half their pow’r, 

* On thee too, in this dreadful hour, 

** Thy little ear thoud’it furely lend, 

‘“ And to thy mother’s griefs attend. 

* Sleep on my child: I charge thee fleep ; 
** O could I huh the angry deep, 

** Or my unmeafurable woes, 

“* Within my troubled breaft compote ! 

“ But thou avert, O Father Jove, 

** Such eruel punifhment for love. 

«¢ Bold as it is, 1 dare demand 

** Juftice, from thy almighty hand, 

“ And to the injur’d parent done, 

® O, be that juttice, by her fon!” 


THE PLEASURES OF THE MIND, 


Kinp nature, with a mother’s joys 
Her every art to charm employs, 

For man—the golden king of day 
Pours light, health, beauty, in his ray. 
The morn in filver treffes bright, 
With milder charms falutes his fight, 
Aad night her fhadowy curtain draws, 
Jadulging fleep’s refrefhing paufe : 
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For man the purply finger’d hoyre,<$- 
Drefs beauteous {pring in new-blown flow’rs. 
Teach her to breathe a rich perfume, 
And fmile with eye-enchanting gloom. 
Then, ripe in beauty’s glowing pride, 
Blithe Summer, Sol’s refulgent bride, 
Bids plenty revel o’er the plains, 

And carol heart enlivening ftrains. 

Next, autumn calls the fylvan pow’rs, 

To lay him foft in thady bow’rs, 

‘Where grape and nectarine, plum and peach, 
May tempting hang within his reach! 
Laft, winter comes to rifle the year 

In {weet viciffirude fevere. 

See him on Zembla’s mountains ftand, 

He ftretches out his palfied hand, 

And all his magazines unfold 

Their copious hoards of ice and cold: 
The hail, in vollies rattles round, 

The {now defcending, fhrouds the ground : 
Deep betlowing burfts of thunders roll, 
And pleafing horror fiells the foul. 

With fill improv’d delight, the mind 
Beholds her powers unconfin’d, 

She roves with nature, and explains 

What virtues live in fecret veins 

-OFf herbs; bids Flora’s children rife 

In naked beauty to her eyes, 


{ 112 j 


To the foft ferenade of gales 
Thro’ ocean’s liquid realms the fails, 
Thro’ pearly worlds, thro’ coral groves, 
Where every fcaly wonder roves; 
With Pheebus, in his chariot driv’n, 
She journies thro’ the expanfe of heay’n: 
Now rolling round on Saturn’s ring, 
Now roving on the comet’s wing, 
And urging {till her airy flight, 
She gains thofe fmiling realms of light, 
Where fons of blifs, immortals dwell, 
In golden groves of afphodel. 
Now confcious of celeftial fkill, 

’ Her forming pow’r fhe tries at will, 
Her pencil weds affenting dies, 
And fee a new-born world arife. 
Here charms the eye the Lloffom’d grove, 
Where, looking blifs, young lovers roves 
There ferpentine the river glides, 
And nibbling flocks adorn its fides, 
Soft’ning to flefh the marble lives, 
And takes each attitude the gives: 
Here nerv’d to ftrength the hero ftands, 
There orators extend their hands, 
The patriot here, by freedom’s fide, 
Smiling pours out the vital tide ; 
Here beauty charms the gazing eye, 
‘The loves and graces waiting by: 
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Is it the breeze that wakes the {pring, ° 
Or fay, does Philomela fing, 

And bid the liftning ear rejoice ? 

*Tis mufic tunes her heav’nly voice, 
Her voice of {weeteft skill to raife 

The drooping heart ten thoufaad ways, 
Now heav’n-caught fury fires the foul, 
And {purring oft carth’s dull controul, 
Vent’rous the wings her full-plum’d flight, 
Detects new reg’ons of delight: 

Led by eachantrefa fancy roves, 

The mufes gaydqeal groves, 

Where countlefs beings ftrike her eye, 
Confus’d in glitt’ring novelty : 

But what the varied years delight, 

Or what the mental keno bright, 

Or what the kind infpiring 

To blifs that genuine love transfufes? 
The parent fond impaffion’d flow, 

‘The fil’al duteous grateful glow, ide 
Congenial friendfhip, heav’nly true, 
And pity preffing balmy dew. 

The featt of converfe, that difpenfes 
Rapture to fill up all the fenfes, 

Where reafon, mirth, good humour fit, 
And beauty {parkles into wit. 

Here too, as in the natural fcene, 
Triumphs the mind. creative nvean 
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And yet, perhaps, fome vent’rous fpark, 
May bring it, now the nights are dark. 
Punch I have ftore, and beer befide, 
And port that’s found, tho’ frenchify’d. 
Then, if you come, I’m fure to get 
From Eafib’ry *-a defert—of wit. 

One line, good Sir, to name the day, 
And your petitioner will pray, &c. 


TO MY BROTHER MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT, AN 
EPISTLE; ON HIS HAVING A FIT OF THE GOUT, 


AMONG the well-bred natives of our ifle, 

6 T kifs your hand, Sir,” is the modihh ftyle ; 

In humbler manner, as my fate is low, 

I beg to kifs your venerable toe. 

Not old infallibility’s can have 

Profounder reverence from its meaneft flave. 
What dignity attends the folemn gout, 

What confciots greainefs, if the heart be font! 

Methinks [ fee you o’er the houfe prefide, ~~ 

In painful majefly and decent pride, 

With leg toft high, on ftately fofa fit, 

More fike a fu'tan, than a modern wit; 

Quick at your call the trembling flaves appear, 

Advance with caution, and ictire with fear; 


* Mr. Dodington’s feat, at that time, 
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Ev’n Peggy trembles, tho’ (or authors fail) 
At times, the anti-falic laws prevail. 

+ Now Lord have mercy on poor Dick ! fay I, * 
‘© Where’s the lac’d fhoe—who laid the flannel by ?* 
Within, ’tis hurry, the houfe feems poffelt ; 
Without, the horfes wonder at their ret. 

What terrible difmay, what feenes of care! 
Why is the footy Mintrem’s hopeful heir, * 
Before the morning-dawn compell’d to rife, 
And give attendance with his half-thut eyes ? 
What makes that girl with hideous vifage flare ? 
What fidhils prevent Ead’s + journey tothe fair? ¢ 
Why all this noife, this buftle, and this rout ? 
* Oh! nothing—but poor mafter has the gout,” 
Meantime, fupcrior <o the pains below, 
Your thoughts in foaring meditations flow, 
In rapt’rous trance on Virgil’s genius dwell, 
Fo us, poor mortals, his firong beauties tell, 
And, like Eneas, from your conch of ftate, 
Jn all the pomp of words difplay the Trojan fate, 
Can nothing your afpiring thoughts réftrain ? 
Or does the mufe Yufpend the rage of pain? 
Awhile give o’er your rage; in ficknefs ‘prove 
Like other mortals, if you'd pity move : 
* My, Pitt's fervant, the fon of a blackénith, 


+ Another fervant of Mr. Pitt. 
} Bisadford-fair, two miles from Pimpera.s 
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Think not your friends compal. 'dusid yoo 4 
When fuch the product of difeafe tt 
Your fharpef pangs but add to our lelight, 
We'll with you {till the gout, if fill you write, 


HEALTH, 


Heats, Pleafure’s handmaid, loves my beech. 
crown'd hill; 
There, when the fun firft ftreaks the eaftern tky, 
I meet the nymph in flowing mantle dreft, 
With roly cheek, and luttre-beaming eye. 


When nontide heats forbid to climb the brow, 
With me the feeks the copfe’s green retreat ; 
And as I lie beneath the deepeft thade, 
She hears the willing vows which I repeat. 


Sweet nymph, whofe prefence gilds the darkett 
{cene ! 
(Thus do [ oft begin the votive lay) 
Parent of blifs: thou fource of purg delight! 
Accept the grateful homage which I pay ! 


Oh may’it thou ne'er my humble cot forfake, 
May no rude orgies drive thee from my door; 
But flill the plain repaft with me partake, 
And throw a funfhine on my ev’ning hour. 


THE 
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‘URT OF VENUS 
FROM CLAUDIAN. 


BEING PART OF THE EPITHALAMIUM ON THE 
MARRIAGE OF THE EMPEROR HONORIUS WITH 
MARIA, THE DAUGHTER OF STILICHOs 


TH’ Ionian quarter of the Cyprian fhore, 
A craggy mountain coolly fhadows o’er, 
Untrod by human feet ; and, from its head, 
Nile’s fev’nfold mouths, and Proteus’ Pharian bed 
(The Egyptian coatt) in diftant profpect lie; 
No louring ftorms e’er cloud the happy fky. 
To love and luxury, th’ indulgent fcene 
Devoted lies, and wears eternal green. 
Nor the bleak feafons that deform the year ; 
Nor wintry months difgracefully appear ; } 
But fpring’s immortal beauties flourifh here. 
On its high top a field extends around, 
With a rich fence of golden hedges crown'd, 

This curious border, Mulciber, ’tis faid, 
Uxorious, for his wife’s embraces paid, 
A bribe to purchafe love. ‘The meadows fimile ; 
No culture need, for zephyr tends the foil. 
No bird prefumes to warble in thefe groves, 
Bur {uch whofe voice the goddefs firft approves, 

The 
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The vidters triumph, and the vanquith’d train, 
Are chas’d away to diftance on the plain. 
To love, the chearful vegetables rife, 
And ev’ry tree feems fenfible of joys. 
His boughs the elder with the elder twines, 
And, clofe embracing, conjugally joins. 
The poplar to the poplar fighs his pains, am 
And beech to beech alternately complains. 

Two fountaifiroll ; one fweet ; and bitter one, 
Whofe hateful ftreams all mirth and pleafure drown, 
Here Cupid, fame reports, his darts prepares, 

And dips the cruel weapons of his wars. 
A thoufand brothers on the margin play, } 


a 


Alike in face and drefs, all young and gay, 
The family of loves, of unrefifted fway ! 

The ref fprung from the nymphs ; but this alone, 
Of better birth, is golden Venus’ fon, 
Heav’n and the gods are fubject to his throne ; 
On princes his diftinguifly’d thafts he fpends ; 
O’er meaner hearts the meaner race attends, 

No other wafteful pow’rs are wanting here ; 
Voluptuous licence, which no bounds can bear, 
And hafty anger eafily aton’d, : 
And watchings, drench’d in wine, inhabit round : 
Blufhes, and palenefs, love’s alternate hue: 
Boldnefs, at firft abath’d with raptures new. 
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*ghtful fears, and pleafures infincere, 

id wanton perjuries on wing appear: 
‘refumptuous youth is till at hand to chafe 
Decrepit age from this enchanting place. 

The glitt’ring palace fhoots a various blaze 
Thro’ the brown groye, and fhines with mingled rays, 
By Vulcan rear’d, who added art to price ; 

Gems imixt with gold here {trike th’ admiring eyes. 

On em’rald bafes plae’d the pillars ftand, 

Hew’d from clear hyacinth with happy hand, 

The walls were beryl; {parkling jafpers join, 

To form the doors, and nicely polifh’d fhrine ; 

Rich agate pay’d the floor, difpos’d with fkill di. 
vines 

Full in the midit an ample plain appears, 

Which curious plants and od’rous harvetts bears. 
Here {weet amomum and the caffia’s fpice, 

And foft Sabean cinnamon arofe ; 

Nor grudgingly their gums the branches yield, 
But the rich balm diftils o’er all the field. 


J. H. BROWNE, Esa, ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 


Now fix-and-thirty rapid years are fled 
Since I began, nor yet begin to live 
Painful reticétion ! to look back I dread. 
What hope, alas! can looking forward give? 
Day 
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Day urges day, and year fucceeds to year ; 
While hoary age Heals unperceiv’d along. 

Summer is come, and yet no fruits appear ; 
By joys a dream, my works an idle fong. 


Ah me! I fondly thought Apollo fhone 
With beams propitious on my natal hour, 

Fair was my morn; but now at highett noon, 
Shades gather gound, and clouds begin to lour. 


© Yes, on thy natal hour,” the god replies, 
““T fhone propitious, and the mutes finil’d ; 
“ Blame not the pow’rs ; they gave thee wings to 
rife 
‘© But earth thon lov'tt, by low delights begnil’d. 


*« Poffefling wealth beyond a poet's lot, 
“ Thou the dull track of lucre hat preferr’d ; 
* For contemplation form'd, and lofty thoughty 


“© Thou meaoly minglett with the vulgar herd, 


Tene bards, felecét, and facred to the Nine, 

“ Litten not thus to pleafure’s warbling lays ; 
Nor on the downy couch of cafe recline ; 

* Severe their lives, abiemious are their days. 


‘ 


© bora 
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‘*¢ © born for nobler ends! dare to be wife: 
“ Tis not ever now too late; affert thy claim : 
“ Rugged the path conducting to the tkies, 
® But the fair guerdon is immortal fame.” 


THE CHOICE OF A WIFE BY CHEESE, 


BY CAPT. THOMSON, 


"THERE liv’d in York, an age ago, 

~ Aman whofe name was Pimlico: 

He lov’d three fifters pafling well, 

But which the bett he ¢ould not tell, 

Thele fitters three, divinely fair, 

Shew’d Pimlico their tend’reft care: 

For each was elegantly bred, 

And all were much inclin’d to wed ; 

And all made Pimlico their choice, 

And prais’d him with their fweetett voice, 

Young Pim, the gallant and the gay, 

Like afs divided ’tween the hay, 

At lat refolv'’d to gain his eate, 

And chufe his wife by eating cheefe, 

He wrote his card, he feal’d it up, 

And faid with them that night he'd fup s 

Defir’d that there might only be 

Good Chethire cheefe, and but theni three ; 
He 
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He was refoly’d to crown his life, 
And by that means to fix his wife. 
The girls were pleas’d at his conceits 
Each drefs’d herfelf divinely neat 5 
With faces full of peace and plenty, 
Blooming with rofes under twenty. 
For furely Nancy, Betty, Sally, 
‘Were {weet as lilies of the valley, 
But fingiy, furely buxom Bet 

Was like new hay and minionet ; 
But each furpass’d a poet’s fancy, 
For that, of truth, was faid of Nancy? 
And as for Sall, fhe was a Dona, 

As fair as thofe of old Crotona, * 
Who to Apelles lent their faces, 

To make up Madam Hcelen’s graces. 
To thofe, the gay divided Pim, 
Came clegantly imart and trim: 
When ev’ry fimiling maiden, certain, 
Cut of the cheefe to try her fortune. 
Nancy, at once, not fearing—caring 
To thew her faving, eat the paring ; 
And Bet, to thew her gen’rous mind, 
Cut, and then threw away the rind 5 


* Apclies, from five beautiful virgins of Crotona, drew Helea 
af Lroy, the adulterous wife of Menclaus. 


While 
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While prudent Sarah, fure to pleafe, 
Like a clean maiden, fcrap’d her cheefe, 
This done, young Pimlico replied, 
«© Sally I now declare my bride: 
** With Nan 1 can’t my welfare put, 
© For fhe bas prov’d a dirty flut : 
*¢ And Betfy, who has par’d the rind, 
Would give my fortune to the wind, 
** Sally the happy medium chofe, 
s* And I with Sarah will repofe ; 
“* She’s prudent, cleanly; and the man 
‘* Who fixes on a nuptial-phan, 
“ Can never err, if he will chufe 
“ A wife by checfe—before he ties the noofe.” 


¢ 


ON SEEING THE FIGURE OF DEATH IN A DREAMs 
BY DR. HARRINGTON. 
QO vane fuperfees! 


AVERT, proud Death, thy lifted ipear, 
Nor vaunt thee King of Terrors, here: 
Shorn of thy fir envenom’d ‘ting, 
Vain are all terrors thou cantt bring = 
Smite, monfter, fmite, nor fpare thy deepeft wound ; 
From Jefle’s root our fovereign balm is found. 
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When o’er the world’s wide mifery, 
Coeval durknefs fway’d with thee, 
Creation fhrunk beneath thy frown, 
And horror mark’d thy ebon crown, 
Thofe downcafl kingdoms, whelm’d in ruins lie, 
Smote by the beaming day-fpring from on high, 


Tho’ clad in vetture of affright, 

Thou prowl’ft beneath the pall of night, 

Thy famith’d form doth quafh alarm, 

Unpoife that daring ttrengrhlefs arm, 
Bow thy diminith’d head—ttern tyrant, flee, 
For thou art fwallow’d up in victory, 


Sweet Mercy hath her triumph fhewn, 

Thy darken’d hof of fear o’erthrown: 

Now to behold thee—vanquifh’d flave, 

No power’s left beyond the grave 5 
We greet thee kind! —O wondrous triendfhip this ! 
Welcome, good herald !—to announce our blits, 


WRITTEN IN THE PUMP-ROOM AT BATH. 
Scire potefates aquarum, ufumgque bibendi. Vire 


ALWHYLE ye drink, ’midft age and ache ybent, 
Ah creepe nut comfortlefie befyde our fireame ; 
(Sweet nurfe of hope) afflyction’s downward iente, 
Wythe ftyll finalle yoyce, to ronze from thryfelet 
dreame; A 
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Eache wyng to prune, that thiftythe everie fparie, 
In wytleffe filyghte, and chyrpythe lyfe awaic, 


Alwhyle ye lave—fuche folace may be founde 
ss When kynde the hande, why ‘neath its healynge 
“© faynte ? 
. & Payne fhall recure,the heartes corrnptede wounde,” 
“ Farre gone is that, which feelethe not its playnte,’® 
** Ay kyndrede angel fmote, Bethefda gave” 
*© Newe vyrtues forthe,—and felt her troublede 
“* wave.” 


_ Thus drynke, thus layeséttor evermore lamente ; 
Oure {prynges but flowe pale anguifl to befriende 5 
Howe faire the mecd that followe the contente! 
How bleite to live, and fynde fuche anguifh mende ! 

How bleite to dye, when fufierynge faithe makes 
fure, 
At Ivfe’s high fouate, an everlaitynge cure! 


EnGar. 


THE SPORTSMAN. 


OFT when I’ve feen the new-fledg’d morn ariie, 
And {pread its pinions to the polar fkies, 

Th’ expanded air with getid fragrance fan, 
Brace the flack nerves, and animate the man ; 
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Swift from the college, and from cares I flew, 

(For ftudious cares folicit fomething new) 

From tinkling bells that wake the truant’s fears, 

And letter’d trophies of three thoufand years 5 

Thro’ length’ning flreets with fangnine hopes I 
glide, 

The fatal tube depending at my fide ; 

No bufy vender dins with clam’rous call, 

No rattling carriage drives me to the wall ; 

The clofe compaéted fhops, their commerce laid, 

Yn filence frown like manfions of the dead~ 

Save, where the footy-fhrowded wretch cries—Sweep, 

Or drowfy watchman ftalks in broken fleep— 

*Scap'd from the hotebrain’d youth of midnight 
fame, 

Whofe mirth is mifchief, and whofe glory fhame—s 

Save, that from yonder fiew the batter’d beau, 

With tott’ring iteps comes reeling to and from 

Mark, how the live-long revels of the night 

Stare in his face, and ftupify his fight! 

Mark the loofe frame, yet impotently bold, 

"Twixt man aud beaft, divided empire hold! 

Amphibious wretch ! the prey of patlion’s tide, 

"The wreck of riot, and the mock of pride. 


But we, my friend, with aims far diffrent borne, 


Seek the fair fields, and court the bhifhing morn ; 
With 
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With flurdy finews, brufh the frozen fnow, 
While crimfon colours on our faces glow, 
Since life is fhort, prolong it while we can, 
And vindicate the ways of health to man. 


Onward our courfe diverfify’d we bend, 
Aud right and left, with anxious care attend ; 
The poring fpaniel, fludious as he goes, 
Scents every leaf that on the margin grows; 
Sudden he ftops !~he eyes the plathy {pring ! 
The frighted fnipe darts upward on the wing, 
‘With thrill ton’d pipe implores the paffive air, 
In vain! for death c’en perfecutes him there— 
Another fprings! but happier in his flight, 
*Scapes the loud gun, and vanithes from fight. 


The fport begun. 
Heav’n! what delights my active mind renew, 
When out-{pread nature opens to my view, 
The carpet cover’d earth of {pangled white, 
The vaulted tky, jut ting’d with purple light ; 
The bufy blackbird hops from fpray to fpray, 
The gull, felf-balanc’d, floats his liquid way 3 
The morning breeze in milder «ir retires, 
And rifing rapture all my bofom fires. 





G3 While 
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While fervid Rights my lifted fancy takes, 
The wary woodcocks ruftles thro’ the brakes, 
“With hafty pinions wings his rapid courfe, 
°Till death purites him, arm’d with double force ; 
Each gun difcharg’d, and confcious of its aim, 
Aflerts the prize, and holds the dubious claim ; 
°Till chance decides the long contefted fpoit, 
Prociaims the victor, and rewards his toil. 


His lucklefs fate, immediate to repair, 
The bail’d fportfinan beats with forward care, 
Each buih explores, that plats the hedge with pride, 
Brocks at its feet, and brambles at its fide— 
Another bird, juft flufhing at the found, 
Scarce tops the fence, then tumbles to the ground, 


Ah! what avails him now the varnifi'd dye, 
The tortoife-colour’d back, the brilliant eye, 
The pointed bill, that fteerd his vent’rous way 
From northern climes, and dar’d the boifProus fea; 
‘To milder fhores in vain thefe pinions fped, 
‘Their beauty blafted, and their vigour fed, 


Thus the poor peafant, ftruggling with diftrefs, 
Whom rig’rous laws, and rigid hunger prefs, 
In weftern regions feeks a milder ftate, 
Braves the broad occa, and refigns to fate; 
Scarce 
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Scarce well arriv’d, and lab’ring to procure 
Life’s free fubfiftence, and retreats fecure, 
Sudden ! he fees the roving Indian nigh, 
Fate in his hand, and ruin in his eye 
Scar’d at the fight, he runs, he bounds, he flies, 
*Till arrow-piere’d, he falls—he faints—he dics, 
Uvhappy man! who no extreme could fhun, 
By tyrants banifh’d, and by chance undone! 
Jn vain! fair virtue fann’d the free-born flame, 
Now fall’n alike to fortune and to fame. 


Thefe to prevent, be ftill the ftatefman’s end, 
And this the tatk of fovereigns to attend ; 
Be mine the care, to range this ample field, 
‘Try what its fprings, and what its thickets yield, 
Purfue the game that to the fies afpire, 
And purge the zther with fucceffive fire, 
Spring o’er the fence bars my active mind, 
And rouze my friend that ling’ring {tays behind, 
Guard the fteep bank, to catch with eager pains 
‘The forward bound, that fearce the margin gains 
Or loudly laugh, when diligently nice, 
He backward flides, and bumps the crackling ice. 


" And thou, dear fpaniel! friend in other form! 
Obfequious come, thy duty to perform, 
Whofe fond affection ever glows the fame, 


Lives in each look, and vibrates thro’ thy frame 3 
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And thou, dear pointer! never devious flray, 
But fearch the plains inquifitively gay, 
With length’ned fide, and fapient nofe inhale 
The floating vapour of the fcented gale— 
Oft have J feen thee, when the balane’d year 
By Libra weigh’d, rewarded Ceres’ care, 
‘Thro’ new-fhorn fields with adive vigour bound, 
Snuff the freth air, and traverfe all the ground ; 
Or cautious tread, and ftep by ftep furvey, 
With keenett attitude, the tim’rous prey ; 
Then flatue-like, with lifted foot proclaim 
‘The partridge near, and certify the game— 
Where ere I range, whatever fports purfue, 
Be fill attendant, and be fill in view, 


The day advanc’d, and waning to the weft, 
Demands a thought for refpite and for reft, 
Back to the city calls a fudden cye, 

Where vary’d beauties all in protpect lie 
The pointed flecples menacing the fkies, 
The Splendid domes that emuloufly rife, 


Thefe to behold may pleafe the vacant mind, 
More pleafing far the cottage of the hind 
‘That yonder fmokes, by ruffet hawthorn hedg’d, 
By hay-yard back’d, and fide-long cow-houfe edg’d* 
Oft have I there my thirft and toil aliay’d, 
Approach’d as now, and dar’d the dog that bay'd 
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‘The fmiling matron joys to fee her guetts, 

Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requefts, 
Repels her tittle brood that throng too nigh, 

The homely board prepares, the napkin dry, 
‘The new-made butter, and the rather rare, 

The new-laid egg, that’s drefs’d with niceft care ; 
The milky {tore for cream colledted firtt, 

Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirtt; 
While crackling faggots bright’ning as they burn, 
Shew ti neat cupboard, and the cleanly churn ; 
The plaintive hen, the interloping goofe, 

The lambkin dear, that frifke about the houfe— 
The modef maiden rifes from her wheel, 

Who unperceiv’d a filent look would fteal s 

Call’d, the attends, affiits with artlefs grace, 

The bloom of nature flufhing on her face, 

That {corns the dye, which pallid pride can lend, 
And all the arts which luxury attend. 


With fuel laden from the brambly rock, 
Lo! forward comes the father of the flock, 
Of honeft front :—falutes with ruitic gait, 
Remarks our fare, and boafts his former itate, 
When many a cow, nor Jong the time remov'd, 
And many 2 -alf his {pacious pafture rov’d, 
*Till rifing rents reduced them now to three, 
Abridg’d his farm, and fix’d him as we fee ; 

Gs Yet 
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Yet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth 

He feeks from labour, and he gains from health; 
. Then talks of fport ; how many wild ducks feen { 

What flocks of widgeons too had fledg’d the green, 


While thus amus’d, and gladden’d with our lot, 
The hafty ev’ning calle us from the cot ; 
A {mall gratuity dilates their heart, 
And many a bleffing follows as we part. 
Nor you, ye proud! difdain their ftate to hear; 
The ftate of nature crowns thelr frugal cheer ; 
‘Tran{mitted pure from patriarchal times, 
By art unfathion’d to corruption’s clines—. 
To you unknown their labours and their race, 
Alike unknown their innocence and peace ; 
Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame, 
Their lives calm current flows without a name. 


Now had the twilight, veil’d in gloomy gray, 
Mourn’d the departure of retiring day, 
A darker hue the face of nature wears, 
And fearce diftinét the diftant town appears—~ 
Back to our mind, in quick {ucceffion throng 
(To cheat the time and fteal the road along) 
The various {ports of all the fummer paft, 
When ling’ring long-vacation came at laft 
Imagination fondly {ports to tell, 


ES aio veun er seed ecanicusdar’d  lesakce- "<u awcs ais 
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The rifing moon, with delegated fway, 
Supplies the radiance of the diftant day, 
Reveals the various objects that we meet, 
And all the bufy tumults of the ftreet-— 
With head-long pace the vagrant hawker feours, 
And bloody news from lungs horrific pours ; 
The dull, difeordant ballad-notes annoy, 
That mock the crowd with love’s fantaftic joy ; 
The cum)’rous coach, with blazon’d pomp that 

‘fhews, 
Where pamper’d pride and indolence repofe ; 
While clofe behind the fhiv’ring female flrays, 
Parted from virtue, innocence and eafe— 
She once the darling of her mother’s arms, 
Her father’s pride, and bleft with blooming charms, 
Thro’ all the village known for {potlefs fame, 
Fair was her beauty, fairer ftill her name; 
*Till the fly tempter urg’d infiduous fuit, 
” And lar’d her weaknefs to forbidden fruit ; 
There perifl’d grace, her guardian honour fled, 
And fad remembrance mourns each blefling—dead ! 
Expell’d the paradife of native fway, 
She wanders now to ev’ry vice a prey— 
A prey to yonder terror of the night, 
(Avert, ye Gods! fuch moniters from my fight!) 
The bully dire: whofe front the furies fwell, 
And fcars difhoneft mark the fon of hell—= 
G6 of) 
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In vain! fhe fhrinks to thun his lucklefs pace, 
Aw’d by the terrors of his vengeful face; 


Heav’n! how unlike the pure, the tranquil feene, 
Where rural mirth, and rural manners reign ; 

" Where fimple checr difclaims the cares of wealth, 

And freth’ning gales diffufe the glow of health. 


NEW-YEAR OD, 


TO HIS MOST EXCELLENT MAJESTY.» 
KING BLADUD OF BATH, 


ILLUSTRIOUS Bladud, bet of kings, 

Tho’ thou can’{t make no gracious {peeches, 
Thy ftream the gift of healing brings, 

In fpite of all the leagues of leeches, 


When this bleft well one virtue more, 
The grace of Helicon fhall give, . 

The grateful bard, tho’ not before, 
May learn to praife, who learns to live, 


Here patriots, worn with wafting care 
Of poor Britannia on the brink ; 

Here matron fage, and maiden fair, 
And deifts here believe and drink. 


The 
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The facred prelate here fufpends 
His pious views of new tranflation, 
-Aud here the ftatefman condefcends 
' To fave himfelf to fink the nation. 


The wither’d beau, the gouty cit, 

The pamper’d knight, the prieft, the peer, 
The fwaggering biter, and the bit, 

Fantaftic groupe! are gather'd here. 


All, helplefs babes of fainted Hoyle, 
With the moft fervent zeal adore ; 

All, as {padille attacks the fpoil, 
Spadille’s protecting aid implore, 


Propitious to thy monarch’s will, 
O boiling wave, do not defift 
To keep alive aunt Deborah ftill, 
And feat her foberly at whift. 


Ah! did thy fount the cup fupply, 
That blots the confcious memory out, 

Full foon the currrent would run dry, 
And greedy votaries lick the fpout. 


‘His lordthip, with the filken fring, 
Might then evade the poifon’d dart, 
Which keeps him ever on the wing, 
Flying the horrors of his heart. 
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But all that this fine town beitows, 
To drefs, to dance, to laugh, to fret, 
Nor giddy ball, nor tawdry clothes, 
Can teach the guilty to forget, 


TO THE PARRET.* 


ParrET !—whofe artlefs windings lead 

The ling’ring eye from mead to mead, 

Where nature {preads, fo fair 6 fee, 

Her fcenes of pure fimplicity ; 

Of?’ to thy banks, when life was new, 

Thy little votary fondly flew, 

And hovering round thy paftoral ftream, 

Indulg’d young Fancy’s earlieft dream ; 

Full oft’ with fix’d attention ftood, 

And gazing on the reftlefs flood, 

Saw waves on waves fucceffive throng, 

And wonder’d how they flow’d fo long ! 
In fimple childhoods carelefs days, 

Thefe feenes could ftrange emotions raife ; 

Could wake the finite—could call the tear— 

Exalt with hope, or fink with fear: 

Even now, when nature wakes my heart, 

And weans it from the toys of art, 

By fome refifllefs magic fed, 

T twine thy willows round my head, 


© The Parret is a river near Sherborne, 


"e 
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And ftealing thro’ thy fair domain, 
Bid Memory paint yet once again, 
Yet once again, thofe feenes belov’d, 
When here with innocence I rov’d: 
Or, ftretch’d beneath yon’ bloomy fpray, 
Saw pleafure lead the hours away. 

But, ah! no more, fweet flredm no more 
Will pleafure lien to my lore; 
She flies my fteps on wings of wind, 
And leaves me all forlorn behind, 
The fairy fcenes of fancy fled, 
Each flattering expectation dead. 
Thee I revifit all in vain, 
Secking fhort folace of my pain ; 
For at each fcene that memory paints, 
My fickening, fickening fpirit faints. 

Parner! if e’er thy banks along 
Sweet Echo learn one fimple fong, 
O teach the pratling nymph to tell 
How tranfport rofe, how tranfport fell. 
O teach her to repeat aloud, 
That pleafure’s like a fummer cloud: 
The fleeting form of painted air, 
Is gone whilft we pronounce it fair. 


E.L,Ne 


& 
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ON LADY ¥¥#####) Wio UPON THE AUTHOR’s 
PASSING AND LOOKING INTO HER CARRIAGE, 
HELD UP A HAT, WHICH SHE WAS PURCHA6- 
ING, BEFORE HER FACE, 


WHAT tho’ thy plighted faith to one ‘confign’d, 
Forbids the love you raife in all mankind ; 
Tho’ no foft vows prefume.to tempt thine ear, 
Nor fervent orifons, *twere fin to hear; 
Tho’ no new triumphs touch thy breatt with pride, 
Warm to it’s truth, and cold to all befide ; 
Woud’tt thou alike our cyes and hearts reprove, 
And reprobate our tafte as well as love? 
~-To cloifter’d walls, or hades reclufe retir’d, 
Thou mufi be hidden not to be admir’d, 
But in the world thy radiant courfe begun, 
To hide thy pow’r were to conceal the fun: 
Some tranficnt moments may etlipfe his rays, 
To fhine more glorious in a brighter blaze; 
Some glimm’rings fill confefs th’ all-congu’ring 

lights, 
And intimate what foon muft joy our fights. 
—While to obfcure that lovely face you try, 
And veil the fhining beauties of thine eye, 
With vain fuccefs you fhield us from their pow’r ; 
“While hiding them, you but difcover mores 

Thofe 
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Thofe arms alone our homage wou'd command 
Or half the namelefs graces of thy hand, 
New charms in ev’ry finger are difplay’d, 
‘And all your purpofe is at once betray’d. 
—If e’er we too intemperately gaze, 
’Tis holy rapture all! ’tis pions praife! 
Religion’s felf the venial fault muft own ; 
We covet not what one can claim alone: 
No decalogue we break, nor madly dare 
To fet our love and piety at war; 
The ftrongeft but the pureft flame we boaft, 
And all our crime is in one prayer loft. 
Oh! may thy Lord well know the prize poffetty 
And be, by greatly blefing, greatly bleft! 


A TALE 


ONCE oh the way, as fable tells, 
Love, Reputation greeted; 

The firft, like modern friend, feem'd frank, 
The latter, fhy, retreated. 


Sir Gravity, faid fprightly Love, 
Shall I my fcheme unravel ? 

Companion rare! yet once for whim, 
Together let us travel. 


Nor 
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Nor is this feagué with empty views, 
On either fide, invited ; 
Pers lander fhall in vain affay, 
Or you, or ime, united. 


Agreed—away flies eager Love, 
His wings outfripp’d the wind, 

Whilft Reputation, flow of foot, 
Came lagging far behind, 


Love ftopp’d, impatient at his flay, 
And cried, If thus 1 tarry, 
+ How many matches fhall I fpoil? 
How many prudes mifcarry ? 


How many vot’ries fhall I lofe? 
Yet not my faith to fully, 

Ull teach thee, my dear friend, tho’ new, 
To mark my progrefs duly. 


When towns I feek—a wing Dil plume, 
Your guide to trace me thither ; 

~At mafquerades, affemblies, balls, 
You ne’er fhall mifs a feather. 


Soft! foft! faid Reputation, Child, 
To thefe I rarely come ; 
80 mafter Love, again you’re free, 
Ja random flight, to roam: 
Yet 
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Yet cre we part, weigh well my words, 
With ftrié attention mind me; 

Thofe whom I mect, and me defert, 
Again’ fhall never find me. 


FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER. 
INTELLIGENCE EXTRAORDINARY. 


BY RIGDUM FUNNIDOS. 

1767, 
IN the prefent dearnefs of all kinds of provifions, 
it mutt undoubtedly give great fatisfaction to the 
poor, as weil as p-rvme families, to be informed, 
that the price of turtle is fallen from 4s. 6d. and 4s." 
to 38, and 28. gd. per pound, which is certainly very 
reafon:ble, confidering that the hell and other indis 
geflible parts do not weigh above two-thirds of the 
whole, 

Lait Saturday night was broke open a barber's 
fhop ; when the villains had the audacity to feal from 
thence the rector of the parifh’s aug 3 by which 
means the parithioners were deprived of hearing an 
excellent fermon from it the next morning. 

Atachurchin North Wahs, the whole fum collected 
by a brief fora terrible fire, amounted to one farthing, 
which was given by the curate, who declared it was 

th 
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the moft he could afford to give, out of rol. per ann. 
confidering he had a wife and fix fmall children, 

Yefterday morning Mr, George, an eminent oilman, 
and one of the Common-Council, was found dead in 
his bed. He had ate a very hearty dinner the day 
before of turtleand venifon, 

The fame day a large fow, belonging to an eminent 
diftiller, was found dead drank in her flye. She had 
ate a great quantity of cherries ufed in making cherry- 
brandy, 

Late laft night a gentlewoman was taken up in 
—-—— burying-ground. Sbe was afterwards re- 
moved by Hadeus.Corpus to a furgeon’s, where fhe is 
to undergo a clof@ examination. : 

On Wednefday lat as fome fellows were making 
merry at the fign of the Golden Ball in Warwick- 
lane, feveral dications perfons, with a blackfnith at 
their head, fuddenly prefented themfelves at the 
door, and infifted on taking a pipe and tankard along 
with them, alledging that there was room enough 
for more company 3 whereupon one of the fillowus 
within prefented a large /guirt at the rioters, which 
happily operated as was intended, by giving the whole 
corps an immediate motion. 

Tis thought that a late arrangement will ccrtain- 
ly give permanence to adminiitration ; and therefore 
nO changes are expected for fome hours tg come. 


Yefterday 


cos f 

Yefterday morning, the weather being favourable, 

Lord Chatham took an airing on Hampftead Heath. 
, An example worthy to be imitated, by fuch of us as 
are friends te our conftitution ! 

The following thocking murders were lately com- 
mitted in a nobleman’s kitchen by:g@ French cooks 
A fucking-pig was whipped to death, and a lobiter 
roafted alive. 

Laft Thurfday, at the muftering of the city trains 
bards, a quarrel happened between two of the offie 
cers, a cheefemonger and a haberdafher; in confe- 
quence of which, a duel was to have been fought the 
next morning! but both the parties having got drunk 
over night, they happily overflept’ eso and 
no bloodfhed enfued. 

To-morrow the noted Fisch will fet out upon his 
travels into foreign parts, 

The fame day Bob Booty, alias Bloody Bé®, will 
pay a vifitc to Yohn Ketch, Efq. near Paddington, 
where he will make but a fhort ftay, and afterwards 
proceed to his country-feat on Hounflow-Heath, where 
he will refide as long as the weather will permit, 

The grand national races do not begin till next 
fpring: The jockies are to ftart from moft of the 
great towns in England, and ride to St. Stephen's 
poft, As jockying is allowed, ‘tis thought there 
will be excellent fport, many thrown out of their 
feats, many diftanced, and much moncy loft, 

The 
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The King’s coats and badges will be rowed for 
foon, ?Tis hoped by all honeft people tha€ the beft 
JSeulls will come in firft. : 

Laft night was murdered, at a hotife of ill fame, 
by a fet of female aflafins, the reputation of many 
virtuous ladies? Pray ftop their mouths, 

Monday night were interred the laft remains of 
Englifh Hofpitality :—Charity, Benevolence, Vir- 
‘tue, Honour, Honefty, and Chattity, (who fupport« 
ed the pall,) were pufhed into the grave, and covered 
over likewife. 

; To be lett and entered on immediately, on leafe 

for life, many o€them in good repair, fome thoufands 
: éfyoung unmarried women: They are to be View- 
ed every evening till they are lett at the following 
places, viz. Vauxhall, Ranelagh, Sadler’s Wells, the 
Park, .&c. &c. 

Laftnight were taken up by the watch, and car. 
ried to the round-houfe, nineteen full pots of ftrong 
beer, They were all difcharged, and fet out again, 
before the Juftice was up. 

This morning about ten o relock was hang’d, pure 
fuant to it’s fentence, a fine fat haunch of yvenitoa 
It is to hang a fortnight, and then to be eaten by tee 
parifh fer the benefit of the 





overfeers of 
poor. 


A foreigner 
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A foreigner is taken up for ravifhing a lady of dif. 
tindion, with his fiddle-ftick, His trial comes on 
next concert night, 

To be difpofed of to the beft bidder, warranted 
found wind and limb, rifing fixteen, carries her head 
in the right place, has all her paces, 38 in good con- 
dition, and able to carry any weight, a fine brown 
girl. The reafon the prefent owner parts with her, 
is, that he is going to be married, and has no fut» 
ther occafion for her. 

Yefterday Bob Piifer was chriftened in the parith 
horfepond, -A great number of the mobility ailifled 
at the ceremony, F 

To all foreigners and others.——This is tc 
notice, that the Englith vulgar tongue is taught at 
Billingfgate, by a company of qualified fithewomen, 
upon very reafonable terms. % 

This morning was married at St. Giles’s ¢hurch, | 
James Tripe, Efq. carcafe-butcher, to Mifs Biddy 
Treakle, only danghter and heirefs of the late Ti- 
mothy Treakle, Efq. gingerbread-baker. Afterthe 
ceremony was over, the new-married couple fet out 
for their country-feat at Marrow. Bone, 

Laft Sunday the clerk of St,———’s parith was 
feized with a jinging in his head, a Nittle before fer- 
mon. He afterwards raved so fome tune, and be- 
laboured the congregation about the ears with two 
faves, which he had felected froma great number 








for that purpofe ; “pretending it was. to the praife amd 

glory of God, e 

“2 We hear the Commiffioners of a certain turnpike 

_ have made a-way with the money which they had 
collected, . 


pe 


Fae 
A.B. ‘Obferves, that, ‘“ fo great is the folly and 

nconfiftency of mankind in general, people fill con- 
- Mtinue, i in violation of eyery kind of propriety in lan- j 
guage, to be buried at Sr. Brrve’s, and marriedyat 
Sr. Seputcure’s. Would it not (fays our cor- 
_. refpondent) be an n_equaliigontradiction in terms, to 
; of that a fe Synagogue was eftablified at St, 
Ee or that St. eres? was becométhé 
Devil Tavern?” 

~€, D. informs ns, that a new raat elegant tavern 
_ is Bol 10 bewpened in the city, with this motto on 
“the > Pro Bono Publicano? 

, x. Ye Z. reflecting upon.a letter which fome time 
w ago appeared in our paper, deétting forth ‘* that a 
_ ~~ poor man might maintain himfelf comfortably upon 





~ 






z 4d. or 3d. a day,”—fays, that it puts him in mind. | 
-* of the ftory of a Frenchman, *‘ who formed a project 
of making his.horfe live upon little or no provender, 
and juét when he had brought him to it, the creature 


» died.” 
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LITERARY ARTICLE, 


IN THE MANNER OF A CRITICAL REVIEW, 


The lat dying Speech,and Confeffion, Birth, Paren- 
tage, and Education, Life, Charu&ter, and Be- 
haviour, of the noted Bob Booty, alias Bloody 
Bob, who was executed this morning at Tyburn, 
‘To which is added a Copy of a Letter, which he 
fent to his Wife the night before his exccution.— 
Single fheet, folio, price 4d, Printed for, and 
fold by ‘the Street Bogkfellers in London aad 
*Weltmintter?” 


Tris elegant little work is adorned with a beau, 
tiful wooden fro: cee, repreienting the fatal cas’ 
taftrophe, ia Chiara Oyuro. The drapery in particu- 
Lu of the Ordinary of Neugare’s gown, is admirable. 
‘Phe author very finely obferves, in his moral in- 
‘treducttion to this work, that the pitcher, that 
3008 often to the well, will be broke at aft”? and — 





** Ee, who is 


conciudes with this noble Teflection, 
born to be hanged, will never be drowned.” This, 
however, is not always true: for the hogs that wer: 
drowned in the inundation at Chelifird, fome years 
ago, were afterwards dung xp, and, we are told, 
mude excellent bacon, 





This little-hiffory may -be compared to a regular 





drama, in which is obferved aby? x R middie, 


Vor. V. EF a 
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and an exd. Our hero, it feems, was born of pa- 
rents,—-that is the deginning; he was fediced by 
lewd women,~—that is the middle; he was hanged, — 
that is the end. F 

His dying fpeech is a mafler-piece of oratory, and 
we cannot help fufpecting, that fome parts of it muft 
have been dictated by the Ordizary himfelf,—par- 
ticularly the conclufion, in which” the good people 
are fo pathetically advifed to take warning by his 
untimely end, and zot to. go on Sundays to a church with 
r chimney in ite 

The letter to his wifes fo very affecting, that we 
fhall take the Uberty of tranfcriping the aaele of it, 
for the entertainment of our readers. 


My dearet Wife, 


AS Tam going to launch into eternity, I hopes you 
will forgive your unhappy, who has been a moft un- 
dutiful hafoand to you and your pore children, 
Pray God blefs us all, and our children after us, as 
long as we live My deareft wife, cont be fadufed 
by bad women, which fartiuly brings a man to de- 
ftruction at tait-—~The Lord have marcy upon my 
pore fowle—iny fiends, I hope, will take my body. 








$o no more at prefant from 
Your Joving hutband tell death, 
Conlend Ole, Sept. 19s Robert Boor. 


neal Sinko ae 
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FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER. 


JANUARY 23, 1776, 


IT HAVE had it in contemplation for feveral days 
pait, to renew my correfpondence with you, by write 
ing a letter for the Public Advertifer; and I fhould 
have immediately carried my intention into execile 
tion, had it not been for one /eetle want that occur. 
red to me, viz. the want of a fubjeét: Iu fhort, I 
withed to write, but wanted fomething to write 
about. How frequently s out, that people flare 
around, and fearch about, for fomething that happens 
to lie immediately under their nofe! This was pre- 
cifely my cafe; Quod petis hic eff,” faid I to my's 
felf, catting my eyes upon {ome news-papérs which 
lay upon the table; here is a fubject for you,—write 
a letter about News-Parers; Having thus caught 
the idea, the rett followed of courte, 

News-papers now-a days are not what: they 
were formerly, the dill repofitories of the neceffities 
and misfortunes of mankind; mere folios of adver-. 
tifements for things /? or fo ‘en dete or wanted : 
No, Sir, news-papers vow are magazines, reviews, 
and political pamphlets : they are Spectators, Guar- 
dians, and (undeniably) ‘Tatlers ; they are Rams 
biers, Adventurers, Idlers, Critics, end Connoifteurs, 


Hoa News-papers 


tors: 

News-papers are the ‘* Abfradi and brief Chronicles of 
the Times;? In thort, a man knows nothing of 
what is going on in the world, (and confequently is 
fit for no company) unlefs he reads the news-papers, 

There are many people however, who affeét upon 
all oceafions to cry down thefe moft uicful and mot 
certain vehicles of intelligence: they generally talk 
in the moft contemptuous manner, &€ of aews-paper 
INFORMATION,” and $¢ newspaper AUTHORITY ” 
Nay, fome of them pretend to be totally Unacquaints 
ed with any thir 





contained in the news-papers 5 al- 
though they read every*parsgraph and every eflay, 
either during breakfaa, or while the frixeur is adorpe 
ing their empty noddle before dinner. For my own 
part, Mr. Printer, I will fairly confefs, that I do not 
enjoy my tea in the morning, nor my punch at 
night, without the «val accomtanyments of a newse 
paper. 

Byt 
becoaics a comfortable meal; they proicng the re. 
paft, amufe the mind, and aid digettion; but when 
there are no new 





afittance of the moruing-papers, break fat 







8s, the morning’s meal is 
hucvied over in a mott uncomfortable manner; the 
ag hot, and the taatt half maf. 
+ Hence precced crudities and indigeftions, 
with a long train of @iforders, too tedious and too 
hadecus to enumerate ; and all for want of that mot 


fulutary concomitam—a newse 


tea is fwallowed fe 





tied 
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What is the reafon, Mr. Woodfall, that Suxday 
appears fo extremely dull to wicked wits, and pco- 
ple that don’t goto church? The reafon is plain, 
there are no news-papers publified en that days 
though for my own part, T can ice no good reafon, 
(ince they are now become a riecciViry article of 
life) why they thould not be fold on Sundays, as 
well as giZk and mackarel, 

I thiak I can remember a precedent of the highett 
(news-paper) authority, viz. the Gazere, being fome- 
times publifhed on a Sunday: fuppofing therefore 
that this minifterial chrorfiéle was to be publithed 
Aways ot Sundays: I do not abfolucely affert, 
that it would much ea/iver the day, (for the mniftry 
never give Us any cut in the Gazette) but fill it 
would be better than no publication at all: it would 
be fetting an example, and eftablifhing a Brecedeot 
by authority. 

It has been already proved, that news-papers con- 
tribute greatly to the health of the body natural ; fo 
do they alfo to that of the body politic. I do not 
talk of the immenfe fums which they bring into cir- 
culation, but literally and dona fide of their falutary 
effects on the conftitution of this country. If Bri-’ 
tons continue to enjoy conftitutional freedom, after 
all their neighbours have loftdg; if Britons have pre» 
ferved their rights and privileges, and have handed 

Hes them 
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them down undiminifhed to their children, it is in a 
great meafure owing to news-papers. Printers are 
the watchful guardians of our liberties, and news- 
papers arc the deacons which convey to the moft re« 
mote corners of the kingdoin immediate intelligence 
of any hoftile attack on our libertics. Thus the 
alarm is fpread—the people are fet on their guard—~ 
the violence is prevented, or the violator punithed. 

News-papers are likewife of great national benefit, 
inafmuch as they furnith thofe in power with many 
‘excellent plans and ufeful dint: for the fafety and 
go:d government of the ftate. I myfelf, Mr. Wood 
fall, have frequently (through the channel of the 
Public: Advertifer) offered feveral excellent plans, 
and falutary hints: to which no doubt the Miniftry 
always paid a proper attention, (though I confefs, 
that none of them haye cver told me fo) and I can» 
not help thinking, that the great émprovements in 
this metropolis, with the prefent flourifhing ftate of 
our agriculture, arts, and commere, are chiefly ow- 
ing to myfelf, and fome other public-fpirited writers 
in the news-papers, 

Notwithftanding the high opinion Ientertain of 
my own abilities in this way, attended with a con- 
icioufnefs of the moft upright intentions, yet I can- 
not help perceiving, that there are otbers who poffefs 
this {pecies of abilities in a more eminent degree, and 

Z who 
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who feem likewife to have more of the buftling ac- 
tivity, and enthuflafm of public fpirit. I cannot give 
you a better nora more ftriking inftance, than my ex- 
cellent friend and neighbour Witt Worsuy,. Will 
is avery refpectable citizen, who having acquired a 
genteel independence for Aim/eif, is now totally de- 
voted To THE SERVICE OF 1HE PUBLIC, Inftcad 
of troubling his head about grievances, which per- 
haps do not exift, he endeavours by the mere force’ 
of his pex to rectify real abufes, to remove obftruc-" 
tions, and to cvurite down public nuifances. In com- 
bating thefe monfters he has proceeded for feveral 
years paft, with wonderful fpirit and perfeverance. 
Who does not remember the Devil’s Gap? that dans 
gerous narrow pafa, which had remained for ages the 
terror of the fair fex, and the difgrace of the police f 
A lady of Will’s acquaintance happening to be over~ 
turged there, and to have her. arm broke, roufed 
‘Will’s indignation ; he took up the pen, and ad- 
dreffed the inhabitants of that quarter. In twelve 
months this dangerous pafs was laid open; for it: 
took fix months to open their minds. 

Do you remember an old, ufelefs, Gothic gateway 
which ftood in King’s-f{treet oppofite the Treafury, 
and looked like a wen or excrefcence on the fide of 
that elegant fabric—Whitehall ? It had ftood there 
upwards of four hundred yéitre ; Will wrote it down 

Jn lefs than four months. 
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Thofe old cumbering obftruétions in the flreets of 
London-the city gates, after an obftinate refittance, 
yielded to the powers of his pen ; and by one dafb he 
‘turned the “wp corner of St. Paul’s Church-yard 
quite ROUND. 

Will has been long endeavouring to write down. 
the brick-walls which imprifon the two’ parks, ‘and to 
write up a handfome iron rail. But this:is likely to 
be a werk of time; for unfortungtely thofe taftelefs 
opulent Gols who inhabit Park-lane and Piccadilly, 
prefer the view of a dead wall to a caren lawn, 
Some of them, however, feem at lait to open their 
eyes ; nature and true tafte begin to dawn upon them, 
from feveral gaps and new rails,. -E perceive. that 
a. admonitions of my-friend-Wilk are now: liftened 

6, and I hope they will operate. at laft on the park 
a like the trumpets of the prietts on the WALLA | 
oy fretcno, 

Will Worthy has a country-houfe at Greenwich ; 
and the park there being 1mmunrep like other parks, 
he has tried for fome time to perfuade the inhabitants 
to pull down a part of the igh wall, and to fubti- 
tute a rail; but alas! they are fo unfeeling, that he 
may rail long enough, before he can prevail upon 
them to raid in their turn, and in a maxicr he 

thes ’em, 


Bur. 
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Bat. oF all poffible- obftruétions, that old- deface : 
tive nuifance—London bridge—has proved the moit 
ftubborn, having withQood the attacks of my friend 
‘Will longer than old Troy did that-of Achilles. |” 
Neverthelefs, 1 am told he does not -defpair of fuce — ~ 
cefs; onthe contrary, he is refolyed to continue : 
. playing uponit from his batteriesin the news-papers,' 
~ giwhilft the tides and the current proceed underneath ¥ 
by fap: and finaly, he expats the ABE of acers E- 
i ul 









and will probably 
down every thing before hime Tw fhort, he expecta 
this winter a large body of rnoaTine ros, to give 
it the'finifhing ftroke.. ~~~ Ns 
Carriage-wheels are too important: an in wit 
have efcaped his nétice; he has added, to: their. 
breadth, in order to preferve the roads’; and he haa 
raifed the height of the fore-wheels, that we aa 
travel with’ the gréster expedition. pg tbe 
q Many cf the commodious new roads about'this 
. metropolis, ate owing’ to hints eich has thrown 
out: indeed, he has notonly pointed ont wey ways, 
but mended the off; amd at one matterly fltoke has 
_ improved both ‘the /and and awater cartiage, by taking 
~. the gravel from the bed of the: Thames, 
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“To conelude: if aldermen and water-bailifls at- 
tend more to turtle feafts than the Thames naviga- 
tion ; if the commiffioners of turnpikes neglect their 
trufs or the elder brethren of the Trivity-Honfe 
are inclined to be Jethargic, it is no fault of his; 
for he frequently gives them a jog. 

In fhort, my friend Witt Worruy has exceeds 
ed the fabulous heroes of old: Ais labours have outs 
done the labours of Hercules; and he has worked 
greater wonders with his pes, than ever AMpHioN 
did with his ryaE. ~ 

All this, however, my friend never could have ef. 
fected, but by the means of News-parens :—He 
who writes on a fugitive fubject, can never find fo 
‘ready and proper a vehicle for his thoughts, as a 
Sugiive publication, A leaf, like the Sybil’s leaves, 
is more precious than a volume. Books ftand un- 
smoleited on our fhelves, but Papers are for ever in 
our hands, and on our tables. A fubjeét of little or 
no importance to-morrow, may neverthelefs be of 
great confequence to-day; and the compiler of fuch 
a diary is, for the moment, the author of hiltory. As 
torwh, the hiltorian of the day perhaps difpesics 
amore of it than che hitorian of after-times, who of 
ten adds to the lye of the day the lyes of fucceeding 


generations, 
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To conclude, Mr. Woodfall, Iam one of thofe who. 
have always been convinced of the utility of news-pa- 
pers, thinking that the fervices they render the pub- 
lic are more than fufficient to atone for their frequent 
and feandalous abufe; and that is a bold word, As 
to you, Sir, I have always diltinguithed you frony 
amongtt your brethren on this principle ; you have 
exerted, on fome occafions, the freedom of the prefs 
with great fpirit and firmnets: but your attacks haye’ 
been made on public charatters, not levelled at pri 
vate individuals. You have not helped about the 
Jame flander of a worthy family, or given wings to 
a malicious report of no confequence to the world in 
general, but calculated to dettroy the peace und haps 

" pinefs of a few innocent particulars, While you, 
maintain this honourable diftinétion, I fhall renain 
your ftaunch friend, and a warm advocate for the 
merits of the Public Aidlvertifer ; always wifhing it to 
be honoured with political writers, as able and as 
eloquent as JUNiUS ; polize writer as elegant and 
humourous’ as your tate friend Bonne ‘THorn. 
vox ; and proteors as honcit and ingenious ag 
Witt Wortiy, 

Tam, Mr. Wooprait, 
Your old Correfpondent, 
Qurpnunc 


H6 RITA TR 
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MAD NOEs 5 
A POEM 
I. 


Swen the clarion, fweep the ftring, 
Blow into rage the mutes’ fires ! 
All thy anfwers, Echo, bring, . 
Let the wood and dale, let rock and valley ring, 
’Tis Madnefs felf infpires. 
Il. 
Hail, awful Madnefs, hail! 
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail, 
Far as the voyager {preads his ’ventrous fil. 
Nor bett, nor wifeft are exempt from thee ; 
: Folly—folly’s only free. 
7 il. 
Hark !—To the attonith’d ear 
The gale conveys a firange tumultuous found, 
They now approach, they now appearj— 
Phrenzy leads her chorus near, 
And demons dance around, 
Iv. 
Pride—ambition idly vain, 
Revenge, and Malice fwell her train 
De. otion warp’d¢—AffeGion c-cl— 
Hope in difsppointment lot— 





And 
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And injur’d Merit with a downcatt eye, 
(Hurt by Neglect} flow italking heedlets bye 


Vv. 


Lond the fhouts of madnefs rife, 
Various voices, various cries,— 
. Mirth unmeaning—caufelefs moans, 
Burfts of laughter—heart-felt groans—— 
All fcem to pierce the tkies. 


VI. 
Rough as the wintry wave, that roars 
On Thuleé’s defert thorea, 
Wild raving to the unfeeling air, 
The teteer’d maniac foams along, 
(Rage the burthen of his jarring fong) 


In rage he grinds his teeth, and rends his ftreaming 
hair. 





VIL. 
No pleafing memory left—forgotten quite 
All former feenes of dear delight, 
Conaubial love—parental joy — 
No fympathies like thefe his foul employ, 
——But all is dark within, all furious black defpair 
VIL. 


Not fo the love-lorn maid, 
By too much tendernefs betray“d 
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Her gentle breaft no angry paifion fires, 
But flighted vows poffefs, and fainting, foft defires, 
She fill retains her wonted fame, 
All—but in reafon, fill the fame.—— 


* Streaming eyes,- 
Inceflant fighs, 

“Dim haggard looks, and clouded o’er with care, 
Point out to pity’s tears, the poor diftracted fair, 
Dead to the worll—her fondeit withes croit, 

She mourns herfelf thus early loitt—— 


Now, fadly gay, of forrows paftime fings, 
Now, penfive, rumimates unutterable things. 
Sie iturts—-the flies—who dares fo rude 

On her fequetter’d fteps intrude ? 


°Tis he,—the Momus of the flighty train———. 
Merry mifchicf tills his brain. 
Blanket rob’d, and antic crown’d, 
The mimie monarch fkips around ; 
Big with conceit of dignity he finiles, 
And plots his frotigg quaint, and unfufpeéted wiles, 


Laughter was there—but mark that groan, 
Drawn from the inmoft foul ! 7 
“ Give the knife, demons, or the poifon’d bow], 
“+ To finith miferies-equal to your own, ?— 
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Who's this wretch, with horror wild? 
—’Tis Devotion’s ruin’d child—— 

Sunk in the emphafis of grief, 

Nor can he feel, nor dares he afk relicfem—me 


Thou, fair Religion, waft defign'd, 
(Duteous daughter of the thies) 

To warm and chear the human mind,. 
“To make men happy, good, and wife. 


To point, where fits, in love array’d, 
Attentive to each fuppliant call, 
The God of univerful aid, 

The God, the Father of us all. 


Firft fhewn by thee, thus glow’d the gracious fcene; 
~ Till Superttition, fiend of wo, 
Bade doubts to rife, and tears to flow, 
And fpread deep fhades our view and heaven be- 
tween. 


Drawn by her pencil the Creator flands, 
(His beams of mercy thrown afide) 
With thunder arming his uplifted hands,. 
And hurling vengeance wide. 
Hope, at the frown aghaft, yet ling’ring, flies, 
Asad dath’d on Terror’s rocks, Faith’s beft dependence 
lies, 


Pit 
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But 2ht—too thick they croud—too clofe they 
throng, 
Objects of pity and afright! 





er the deturiptive fong-— 

Nature thudders at the fight— 

Protract not, curious ears, the mournful tale, 
Buto’er the haplefs group low drop Compaffion’s veil, 


WRITTEN TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE NIGHT OF 
VHE ECLIPSE, JULY 39, 1776. 


LO! where in full-orb’d glory bright, 
Rites the filver queen of night, 
Her deflin’d cowtfe to run; 
No envious clouds our view prevent, 
So clear the fhines, we fearce lament 
The absence of the fun, 


Burt, while unconfcions of her fate, 
She moves 





atong in folemn itate, 
Ajad reverie the feels ; 
For darkne 





drear, by flow degrees. 
Begiss her lovely form to feize, 


7 


eo U: 


And all her charms conceals. 


Learn henee, dear maid, this moral truth, 
Tho? cloudlefs thines thy early youth, 
Uneonicious of decay ; 
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” Yet while life’s journey you purfue, 
Envy may blacken—even you, 
And cloud the brighteft day. 


AMUSEMENT IN MODERN HIGH LIFE, 


T HE Bucks had din’d, and decp in council fat, 

Their wine was brilliant, but their wit grew flat, 

Up ftarts his lordfhip—-to the window flies, 

And lo; ‘a race! arace!’ in rapture cries. 

‘ Where!’ quoth Sir John. * Why, fee two drdps of 
rain 

Start from the fummit of the chryftal pane : 

A thoufand pounds which drop, with nimbleft force, 

Performs its current down the flipp'ry courfe,’ 

The betts were fix’d, in dire fuipence they wait 

For victory, pendent on the nod of fate, 

Now down the fafh, unconfcious of the prize, 

The bubbles roll, tike pearls from Chlve’s eyes. 

But, ah! the glit’ring joys of life are fhort ; 

How oft two joftling ficeds have fpoil’d the fport ! 

So thus attraction, by coercive laws, 

Th’ approaching drops into one bubble draws. 

Ench curs’d his fate that thus their project crofs’d; 

How hard their lot, who neither won nor lof! 


DESCRIP . 
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DESCRIPTION OF AMERICA, IN REFERENCE T@ 
ITS PAST AND PRESENT STATEs 


WRITTEN 1N 1797, 


Sorr OW was a ftranger here; 
Ditant far the mourner’s Voice ; 

Plenty rob’d the finiling year; 
Rapture bid my fwains rejoice, 


'W here her harp Contentment ftrung, 
Pith’s fighs are heard to flow ; 

Scenes that loud with rapture rung, 
Gloom a wildernefs of wo. 


Chearful from the kindling eat, 
Ruth the gold-hair’d youth of day 

Bleft the vale, the mountain bleft, 
Triumph’d in the genial ray. 


Now each hill and vale forlorn, 
Defolation’s haunt appears ; 

Clouded, dim, the eye of morn 
Wakes upon the wafte in tears. 


Dumb the minftrels of the grove, 
Mufic glads no mere the dale: 
Sad the breeze, that breath’d of love, 
Swells of death a hollow gale. : : 
: Safery 
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Safety flept in ev'ry ficld, 
Fear had Night’s pale empire fled ; 
Now, with tyger-crouch conceal’d, 
Danger lurks in every fhade. 


Loti iF E. 
AN ODE 
STRANGE ftate of withes, hopes and fears, 
OF difappciatments, finiles and tears, 
Where man purfues, with anxious mind, 
The treafure he can feldom find ; 
“Since difappointment more or lefs, 
Attends his fearch of happinefs. 
At is a phantom that efcapes, 
And cheats him in a thoufand fhapes. 
Now beauty’s winning graces wears, 
And now in Mammon’s form appears ; 
Anon the hero’s pomp affumes, 
The flowing cobes, the nodding plumes ; 
To fame invites with brandifh’d fword, 
Then wooes him at the feftive board, 
With fools and madmen to poffefs 
The fancy’d pleafures of excefs : 
In facerdotal habit here, 
A patriot now, and now a peer 3 
A nabob now, with heart of ftone, 
¢-AAnd now a monarch on his throne; 


"Yet 
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Yet none of them, alas! fupplies 

The happinefs for which he fighs. 

*Tis not in pomp, ’tis not in pow’r, 
*Tis not in folly’s mirthfal hour ; 

Tis not in luxury’s excefs, 

Tis not in vain detire’s tueceds ; 

It is not in a bed of down, 

Tt is not ina monarch’s crown 3 

Tis not in mifers’ coffers found, 

Nor on the hero’s temple bound ; 

Tis not in circles of the vain, 

Nor in the fierce opprefivr’s chain 5 

* Tis not in what keeps man in awe, 
The endlefs puzzle of the law ; 

*Tis not in diftant climes convey’d, 
Nor deep in earth, with diamonds laid; 
Tis not in all the gems that deck 

The fi 
Te dweils not on the harlot’s faces 


vourite Sultana’s neck 





It dwells not in the lov’d embrace ¢ 
Tis not to worldly friendhhip ty’d, 
Nor by the flatterer’s tongue fupply’d ; 
Tt breathes not in the fragrant gale, 
It refts not in the fpicy dale ; 

Tis not in fweeteft notes convey’d, 
Tho’ wafted from the ambrotial fhade ; 
Nor can bright beauty by the eye, 

foe nee 2 a 
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Tis not thethearing, touch, or fight, 
Can give us this fupreme delight : 
It is in God alone we find 
This panacea of the mind ; 
He gives new*fragrance to the rofe, 
New fivcetnefs to each brid that blows; 
New vigour tothe funny beam, 
New Juftre to the lucid ftream ; 
New foftnefs to the cooing dove, 
New ardour to the voice of love ; 
Without his prefence all is dim, 
For ev'ry biefling comes from him. 


NOTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN 
BY cpr. T———, 
OF Roman emprefles the heads and tails, 
Seem to have fet the fafhion which prevails; 


Our very chambermaids appear Fauftinas, 
And lacies in high lite are Mcffalinas. 


A T A L &E 


TEE in the bofom of a yale, 

(The opening of each rural tale) 

Far from the court’s or city’s pride, 
A pair had liv’d,—and there had died, 
But for a fad vari 
OWE PE at 








{ to J} : 
Or guard againft the confequence, 
Defied their prudence and good fenfe + 
Content, tho’ neither chick vor child, 
Their winter's evening had beguil’d, 
This pair for many rolling years 
Liv’d undifturb’d by hopes 6r fears ; 
While this, the fummit of their labour, 
To aid the poor, and pleafe their neighbour. 
Blefs’d pair ! till from the nuptial bed, 
In time's fad procefs came, and fpread 
Confufion fearcely to be told, 
A daughter of diflinguithed mould, 
Friends and acquaintance, far and near, 
To fare their joy partook their cheer, 
Saw fin abundant ftore 
In future throng their feftive door ; 
Saw the main current of their blood 
By heralds blazon’d fiom the flood, 
Detcending im a right relation 
Down to the gen’ral conflagration, 
While nfirte prophetic next appears, 
Foretelling from its eyes and ears } 
‘The bloody rivalthip of neighb’ring peers. 
The tenor of their life is chang’d 





Their paiens, which before arrang’d 
To fuit the comforts of a country-life, 
Jar by deg 


, and kindle itrife. 
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Corr J : 
“* When Betty pets into her teens, 
We mutt find ways, my dear, and means 
To give our wench an education 
Adapted to her age and ftation. 
She muft be taught the tongue of Fratice, 
To draw, to paint, to fing, and dance, 
With all the little train of graces 
Which fheds a luttre on fair faces, 
And has the magic pow’r alone 
To make an ugly one go down, 
“* Waggons, my love, with pond’rous loads 
Have roll’d delightfully the roads : 
The ways are eafy, but the means 
To bear us through fuch high-flown feenes 
Calls for much caution and fome care ; 
And time, my jewel, ta prepare. 
Betty, thank heay'n ! is yet too young 
To exercife her foot or tongue, 
What havock wou'd thie little wench 
Yetmake with finging, or with French ! 
Ta time—the hufband’s backward phrafe, 
Expreflive of demurs, delays, 
Which lawyers always fabttitute 
To lengthen out a chane’ry fait, 
Sunk deep into the mother’s breaft, 
And robb’d it of its balmy reft: 
Till the rofe ficken’d on her cheek, 


ea eee, Ca a os 












*¢ But fallen: each year 
* Befides, PU \ ine 






a While yo you, by wlage iong'in 
s¢ Are little elfe, my dear, than fleward. * 
*Tn town, the. butcher from his tray, 
© Stips Off the beefyi and eps away 5 x 
*“Nor are youo 

«From f fervants, with: their ford’s Sieutes ‘ 
at Befidés—enough,- "88 mighty clear, 
__' € To town we go, this very year—- 
>And here obferve ime, and-with heed 
«* Our income we mutt ne’er gxcced—~ 
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From horrid cuftoms and: ; 
Of ev'ry creatuye On the'rc 
That helps you to unpack or load, 

The the chambermai@l, the dinner, 
—He thought the devil mutt be in her; 
But fhe cou’d prove there’s nothing loft 
To families by running pot, 

So leaving ftrait the blaeks ‘behind, é 
(For one was lame, the othe 









To Bracke fit only for thes 

But to fave money, the’d contrive 

A ftratagem that John might-drive. 

Arriv’d, they've nothing now to feek, 

But an houfe furnith’d by the week. 
My moral’s trite,—invev'ry ftatiun, — 

Pragreffive is each innovation, 2 

Connetted by an endlefs chain 

Of fmall-expences, which in vain’ 

Experience labours to explain ; 

Parts of one whole, that when you think 

You fee the latt,. another link 


* Starts up, ‘to challenge ftiil yout tare, 


To make the gaping rabble ftare. 

But let the mufe her tale purfue, 

Ad tho’ fhe tells him nothing 0 new, 
Vou, Vv. I 


4 
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~The reader prof fle he readsy © © 
"How artfully the chaigiiproceeds. - Sips 
” ‘The'carriage at their wedding built, 
Painted, tho’ not in tafte, and gilt, 
By little ufe and country"are, 
Was found to be in good repair, 
And gliften’d at their anntal fair. 
+. No fooner was it drawn to town, 
- “Than old and out+of-fathion grown: 
Madam in doleful dolour finds, 
Fi Her only comfort in the blinds. 
But who fhou’d deck the rifing fair? 
Who trim the robe, orjgear the hair ? 
Fame mention’d ae. Shells, 
Backward to fay which moft excels ; 
Lemon the ladies too-delight on, 
For conquefts he conferr’d on Brighton, 
Betfy, whofe hair but little grown, 
Started at treffes not her own, 
When Bouvila, ** See, madam, Tyburn 
Supplies our ladie’.that.are high born, 
‘With auburn or with any treffes, 
Quite fragrant in their warm careffes 5 
Which with a mixture of black wool, 
» “Are found to keep*the head fo cool» 
: _<Por warmth, the fages-all determine, 
ad {mpregnates ev'ry fort of vermin. 








r 
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*Tis done—and from this he ins. 
The punifhment for all t ms 
The cap ftuck,o’er with-bui 3 


Strait {weeps the cobwebs from the thies ; 
Horfes, and ev’ry kind ofseattle, 
Emblems of peace with thofe of battle, 

_ Cannons with olive-boughs combin’d, 
Farm-yards and myrtles are entwin’d, 
To charm the eye, itffruét the mind, 
She fteps into the coach compleat,’ 
Turns up the cuthion of the feat, 

But all-in vain—by near three feet. 

What's to be done? —A fand ways 
The mind fuggefts—the top they raile, 

| Expedient eafieft to be tried, y 
Th’ effe&t too plain to be denied : 
When John, * and may your honour pleafe 
‘To raife the roof of your remife, 

Or ne’er expect the coach to enter 

Where you originally fent her: 
Nor can Leach to clean the top”—- 
4¢ What, will the blockhead never ftop ! 
Cries madam, cat’ring in a terior 
Left John, by fome untoward error, 
Should mar her fchemes, fo {trait propoles 
A new Berlin done round with sofes, 
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That Fofter, famous in the Acre, 
Should give a plan, and be the maker, 

Needlefs the reader to detain, 

While other inflances explain, 

In ev’ry day, in evry hour, 

The progrefs of feli Fafhion’s power ; 
How from the firucture of the head, 
Infenfibly the party*s led, 

By treach’rous arts, and flow degrees, 
‘To ruin of their fame and eafe. 

In facred matters too you'll find 
The fame contagion in the mind, 
Religion, in our riper years, 

Can awe us with its hopes and fears ; 
Can keep us within proper bounds, 
“Ti Fafhion enters, and confounds ; 
And tells us it is mighty hard— 

And where’s the harm to throw a card 
On Sabbaths, as on other days— 

"Tis better fure than reading plays, 
Or talking o’er your neighbour’s fin, 
When you are juft as black within. 

Feware how you o’erleap this fence, 
Approv’d by Decency and Senfe 5 
For it bas this attendant curie, 

It frangely Icads to fomething worfe, : 
And is prog eflive as—my verfe: 





Foe 
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For Ican fee my readers think 
‘They ne’er fhall reach the furthett link. 


HORACE AND LYDIA. 


Hor. WHILE in my Lydia’s heart T reign’d, 
Ber yet that heart had learnt to itray, 

All other empire I difdain’d, 
Nor envied Jove his prouder fway. 


Lyp. While Horace was to Lydia true, 

er yet you thought thefe charms could cloy, 
A brighter Jove I found in you, 

And piticd Juno’s poorer joy. 


For. Now, at my Chloe’s feet I pine, 
Whofe voice confirms her beauty’s {way ; 
Blett, if this forfeit life of mine 
Could add to her’s one fleeting day. 


Lyp. No more by jarring patfions tof, 
I bend to Calais’ gentle pow’r 5 
Bleit, if my life in torments lott, 
Could add to his one fleeting hour, 


Hoe. Say, fhould I fill for Lydia burn, 
Were all ny love to her transferr’d, 

Would Lydia welcome its return ? 
Would fhe forget how oft’ it err’d 2 
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Lyp, Tho’ he is gentle as he’s fair, 
"Thou, fickle as wild winter’s breath, 
Pleas’d with my Horace would I thare 
‘The itovms of life, and calm of death, 


TO A LADY, WHO WAS OFTEN EMPLOYED I: 
RPADING MR. GIBBON’S HISTORY OF THE DL= 
CLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE, 


Tro’ angels doubtlefs might delight 
Gibbon’s polifh’d ftyle to wrire, 
If angels wrote at all: 
Yet Delia, why fo keen to know, 
A dozen centuries ago, 
What macte grcat empires FALL ? 


Thefe empires as appear to us 
fn Gibbon, Livy, Tacicus,. 

By Vice were undermin’d : 
Had they by Virtue been fuftaia’d, 
Like Delia they had ftill retain’d 

Their empire o’et mankind! 
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CELEBRATED SONNET OF MONSIEUR BERNAR By 
LA ROSE, 


TTENDRE fruit des pleurs de Vaurore, 
Objet des Baifers de Zéphir ; 

Reine de l’Empire de Flore, 
Hate-toi de ’épanoutr, 


Que dis-je? helas! différe encore, 
Différe un moment de Pouvrjey 

Liinflant qui doit te faireéclore, 
Eft celui qui doit te Aétrir, 


Thémire eft une fleur nouvelle, 
Qui doit fubir la méme loi: 
Rofe, tu doi’s briller comme elle; 

Elle doit paffer comme toi. 


Defcends de ta tige épincufe ; 
Viens Ja parer de tes couleurs ; 

Tu dois étre la plus heureufe, 
Comme la plus belle des fleurs, 


Va, meurs fur le fein de 1 hémire, 
Qu’il foit ton tréne et ton tombeau ; 
Jaloux de ton fort, je n’afpire 
Qu’au bonheur d’un trépas fi beau, 


14 Tu. 
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‘Tr verras quelque jour, peut étre, 
L’Afyle od tu dois pénétrer; 5 
‘Un foupir t’y fera renaitre, 
Si Thémire peut-foupirer. 


L'Amour aura foin de t’inftruire 
De céré que tu dois pénétrer ; 
Eclate a fes yeux fans leur nuire; 
Pare fon fein fans le cechey. | 


-Si quelque main a imprudence 
D’y venir troubler ton repos, 

Emporte avec toi ma vengeance, 
Garde une épine & mes rivaux. 


TRANSLATED, 


Frow’r that Zephyr fond carefles, 
Sprung from tears by morning fned, 

Brighteft flow’r that Flora dreffes, 
Now thy bluthing beauties fpread. 


Yet, fo foon thy glowing treafures, 
Flaunt not to the garifh fun ; 

Oh! too tranfient are fuch pleafures, 
Scarce we view them ere they’re gone! 


coe 


Cella 
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Cazlia is a bud new blooming, 
Thou, like her; now boaft’t thy primes — 
But ere long, that prime confuming, 
She, like thee, muft yield to Time ! 


Quit, O Rofe! thy thorny manfion ; 
Gladly with the nymph abide ; 
O’er her bofom’s fair expanficn, 


Lavifh all thy purple pride ! 


There, the fnow-white heay'n admiring, 
Breathe thy fragrant life away ; 
While, with jealoufy expiring, 
I behold thy dear decay ! 


Such the blifs kind Fate may give thee; 
And, when on her breaft you dix, 
She with fighs fhall foon revive thee; 
If that breaft can heave a figh! 


Then, as partial love’s revealing, 
To which orb thou thalt incline; 
©! adorn without concealing ! 
©! offend not as you thine! 


And, fhould’t thou by fome rude 
‘Thence with cuvions rage be torn ; 
Let the daring wretch difcover, 
7—Mengeance lurks beneath thy thorn! 
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Le Dé'offiment dela Guerre, on la Philefopl ie des Heros t 


Po £& M €&£, 


Ecrit par fa Majefté le Rox de Pausse, pendant fon 
Sgour 2 BResLav, 


L’aMOvR fe foutient par Vefpoir, 
Le zéle par la récompenfe, 
L’autorité par le pouvoir, 

Lia foibleffe par la prudence, 

Le crédit par la probité, 

La fanté par la tempérance, 

Lefprit par le contentement, 

Le contentement par l’aifance,. 
Liaifance par arrangement. 


Plus de douceur que de beauté, 
Me femble aux filles néceffaire, 
Plus d’éclat que de vérite 
Dans un auteur ne me platt gueres, 
Pout étre heureux, il faut avoir, 
Plus de vertu que de favoir, 
Plus d’amitié que de tendreffe, 
Plus de conduite que d’efprit, 
Plus de fanté que de richeffe, 2 
Plu. de repos quede profit. 

Ee Petits 
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Petit bien, qui ne doive rien, 
Petit jardin, petit table, - - 

Petit minois, qui m’aime bien, 
Sont pour moi chofes déleétables. 


J’aime & trouver, quand il fait froid, + 


Grand feu dans un petit endroit. 

Les délicats font grande chére, 

Quand on leur fert, dans un repas, 

De grands vins dans un petit verre, 

De grands mets dans de petits plats. 

Th réfulte de ce langage, 

Qu’il ne faut jamais rien de trop ! 

Que de fens renfernte ce mot!” 

Qu’il eft judicieux et fage > 

Trop de repos nous engourdit, 

‘Trop de fracas nous etourdit, 

Trop de froideur eft indolence, 

Trop d’attivité turbulence ; 

Trop d’amour trouble la raifon, 

Trop de reméde eft un poifon, 

Trop de fineffe eit artifice, 

Trop de rigueur eft dureté, 

‘Trop d’économie avarice, 

Trop daudace témérité ; 

Trop de bien devient un fardeau, 

ro p @honneur eft un efclavage, 

Trop de plaifir méne au tombeau, 
* ‘Trop @efprit nous porre dommage: 
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‘Trop de confiance nous perd, 
Trop de franchife nous deffert ; 
Trop de bonté devient foibleffe, 
Trop de fierté devient hauteur, 
Trop de complaifance baffeffe, 
"Trop de politeffe fadeur. 
Ce trop pourroit, & bien: le prendre, 
Ailément changer en bien ; ’ \ 
Cela vient faute de s’éntendre, 
Le tout fouvent dépend d’un rien, 


Un rien eft de grande importance, 

Un rien produit de grands effets ; 

En amour, .en guerre, en proces, 

Un rien fait pancher la balance. 

Vn rien nous ponffe auprés des grands, 
Un rien nous fait aimer des belles, 

Un rien fait fortir nos talens, 

Un rien dérange nos cervelles, 

D’un rien de plus, d’un rien de moins, 
Dépend le fuccés de nos foins : 

Un rien flatte quand on efpéré, 

Un rien trouble lorfqu’on craint. 





Amour ! ton feu ne dure guéres ; 
Un rien Vallume, un rien Pétcint ! 
FREDERICK. 
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EPIGRAM &i 


Wuat always gaming night and day,.- 
Said Sylvia to her brother, 

Wiil you ne’er leave it off, I pray? 
Dear Sifter, yes—feme time ot other 3 

Fil throw the dice and cards afide, 
Whenever you coquetting ceafe. 

Go, naughty man, Sylvia reply’d, 
Thou'lt be a gametter all thy days,. 


Wuen wedded. Nan was brought to-bed, 
She feream’d and roar’d with pain ; 
She’d rather die a maid, fhe faid, 
Was it to do again. 
Pray have a little patience, 
And fay, why now this pother ? 
Before your marriage youcould tell, 
What ’twas to be a mother, 


You want you fay fomething in verfe, 
That’s eafy, pretty, light and terfe; 
The recipe is good, no doubt ; 
But pray, into what chemift’s fhop 
Am I my needy head to pop, 
To find thofe {earce ingredients out ? 


s. 
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VERSES ON SEEING A BOY WALK ON STILTS+ 
BY 


: LEAVING his gtammar for his play, 
" Forgetful of the road; 
Tott’ring on ftilts, thro’ mire and dirt, 
The fchool-boy ftrolls abroad, 
Why does this innocent delight _ 
Provoke the pedant’s fpleen 7 
Look round the world, thou fool, and fee 
The ufe of this machine. 
The tricking ftatefman, prop’d by thefe, 
His virtues boafts aloud ;- 
And on his gilded ftilts, fublime, 
Steps o’er- the murmuring crowd. 
Thro’ fields of blood the general talks, 
And fame fits on his hilt; 
The fword or gun at length beftows: 
An honourable ftilt. 
When quite deferted by the mufe, 
The finking fonnetger 
Hammers in vain a thoughtlefs verfe, 
To pleafe Belinda’s ear: 
The mighty void of wit he ftops 
With a fuccefsful chime ;- 
On Milts poetic rifes quick,- 
And lagns upon his rhime. 
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With well-diffembled anguith, fee 
The canting rafcal beg, 

Aad by a counterfeit gaia more 
Than bya realleg. 

Yet on the boy's 3 inftructive Sport; 
Ta this contrivance built : 

The fource from whence his gains arife, 
What is it, but a ftilt ? 

Corinna fair, of ftature low, 
Yet, this defect fupplies, 

_ By heels, like ftilte, which may affit 

The conqueft of her eyes. 

See! in his fecond childhood faint, 
The old man walks with pain ; 

On crutches imitates his ftilts, 
And a&s the boy again. 

So well concerted is this art,. © 
Tt fuits with all conditions : 

Heroes, and ladies, beggars, bards, 
And boys, and politicians, 

Long thro’ the various courfe of life, 
Each artitt walks unhurt, 

°Till death at laft kicks up his ftilts, 
And lays him in the dirt. 


caf 
EPIGRA™. 


ON A FAST DURING THE WAR. 


To fatt for our fins !—~Why "tis decent enough ; 
But to fait for fuccefs on our arms is—mere ftuff ; 
It may likewife be healthy,—fet, the ftomach quite 
right ; 
But I with it would give us a ftomach to fight. 


A. Bi has fent us the following lines, which he 
tran{cribed trom a pane of glafs at the King’s Head, 
at Dorking :— 


To five and five, and fifty-five, 
The firft of letters add; 

Tt is a thing has pleas’d a king, 
And made a wife man mad. 


We are not fond of inferting rcbufles, but there is 
fomething fo whimfical in the above, that we hope 
our graver readers will excufe it, 


EXTEMPORE, 
ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 


ALL conq’ring cruel death, more hard than rocks, 
Thou ‘ft have fpar’d the Woe and tock the 


Fexe 
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ON THE scoTcH PAVEMENT. 


Hap paving London ftreets in tafte 
Been left to me alone, on 

On Scotchmen’s heads we might have trod). 
And Be the corner-ftone, 


M E R CC Y; 
AN ES@AY: 


ON THE FREQUENCY AND CRUELTY OF PUBLIC 
EXECUTIONS, 


MOST HUMBLY ADDRESSED TO THE KING, 


woe The quality of Mercy is not ftain'd, 
Tk droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav’n 
Upon the place beneath——it is twice blefs’d, 
Jt bleffes him that gives, and him that takes: 
*Tis mightiet in the mightie@ ; it becomes 
The throned monarch, better than his crown ; 
Jcis an attribute to Ged himie}seee 





SHAKASPE AR, 


Tue author of the following lines moft fincerely 
Segrets, that his abilities are by no means equal to 


the undertaking—yet willing  fenforce the impref- 
finn 
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fion of a melancholy truth, that the lives of men are 
too often wantonly facrificed to the feverity of the 
law ; he has endeavoured ftrongly to mark the crue!~ 
_ty and horror of thofe public executions, for whicli 
England is remarkably famed, beyond all other na- 
tions——With forrow he adds, he has fmnal! hopes 
of moving thofe breafts, untouched by the eloquence 
of a Beccaria,—-whofe arguments, (nay more than 
arguments) whofe truths have liad little effect on uns 
feeling man, 

Should the punifhment of death be Jaid afide, (it 
may be demanded) what fhail be done with the 
ctowd of wretches that fall under the fentence of 
the law? At prefent, I fhall-on this point only 
throw together a few loofe hints, *till fome effec- 
tual fcheme be planned.— lranfportation would take 
off great numbers ; others might masy ways be dif- 
pofed of, to the advantage of the kingdom. Some, 
fenterced as in Germany, to work in mines ; others 
might be employed ia many trades prejudicial to the 
life of man; and yet, which intereft tempts our 
youth to undertake—one great caufe of depopula- 
tion ; fuch trades are, the blowing of giafs, melting 
of lead, and preparing white lead, &c. &c.  Crimi- 
nals convicted of lefs crimes, might be chained in 
his Majefty’s dock-yards, and condemned to faw 

wood 
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‘wood for a term of years, or employed in repairing 
‘the high-roads, &c. &c. ‘ 

To the above plan of punifhment, one objection 
has long been made, that no man in this free coun~ 
try can be treated as a flave. To this Lreply, (tho! 
the abfurdity of the argument fcarcely needs the 
trouble of refutation) That every debtor in Eng- 
Jand is actually a flave, and every reputed felon, ac- 
tually confined with a rigour unknown to flavery, 
even before his guilt is proved.—If the laws of free+ 
dom will allow the innocent to be chained in a damp 
dungeon, fure they may allow the guilty to be chaine 
edout of prifon, But entirely to enerve the objece 
tion, a bill might Le propofed—purporting, that, 
whenever an individual in fuch and fuch points, 
violates the laws, from that inftant he is no longer 
entitled to their proteétion ; confequently no more a 
freeman, he becomes an outlaw, and as fuch may 
be treated as a flave. This method would not only 
punifh the vice, but the caufe of the vice alfo ; for 
“tis a fact, moft vicious inclinations proceed from 
idfenefs ; and to an idle man, perpetual labour is in- 
finitely more dreadful than death. The example 
would be a conflant and miferable one, to deter 
others from the commiffion of thofe crimes, the con- 
fequences of which were, a terrible, a perpetual pus 
nifhment, 


f Rufia, 


’ ‘ifacz 7] 

Rafa, Tufcany, and Naples, have reformed thei” 
fanguinary laws, and fet a noble example to other 
kings and kingdoms ; they have reftrained the fword 
of cruel juftice, nor have crimes in thote flates, fince 
that period, been obferved to multiply, 

‘To a monarch, juftly famed for the nobleft of all 
virtues, Mercy, I have prefumed to addrefs the fol- 
lowing lines ;—May his heart be open to the call of 
humanity, and ‘his ears attentive to the vuice of 
defpair!—Let him turn his eyes from the Iplendour of. 
the throne, to the gloom of the dungeon !~=there let 
him view the unhappy victims of fevere: and ware- 
lenting law, torn trembling, frantic, to the place of 
execution !—let him feel, let him {peak, and mur- 
der, authorized. by law, fhall ceafe!-How. them 
would pofterity blefs a George’s reign !: how would’ 
future hiftorians celebrate the royal philofopher, 
who, inftruéted by Reafon and Mercy, reformed a: 
barbarous and fanguinary code of laws ! 


TO THE KING. 


A Youth,—the meaneft of the mufe’s train, 
To thee, dread Sire, prefents this artlefs ftrain! 
Humbly he hopes—the firft and beft of kings, 
Will deign to liften to the truth he fings, 
When heav’n decreed you to adorn a throne, 
Jiiffice and Mercy mark’d you for their own ; 
And 
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And {pite of faétion’s voice, itis confefe’d, 
That while you reign, Britannia muft be blefs'd,’ 
Yet fad the mourns,—and has for mourning caufe, 
A flave to itern and fampuinary laws, 
See in the dungeon’s gloom, and dreary cell, 
The fons of forrow and repentance dwell ; 
While with fwift ttep draws on the fatal hour, 
Which yields them victims to the law’s ftern pow'r. 
Forwhat {mall crimes, our laws unpitying doom 
Thefe haplefs wretches to th’ eternal tomb? 
Yet one great Pow’r, all- feeing, and all-juft, 
- Form’d them and y you froma, the fame worthlefs duty 
Endow’d you both with reafon and with fenfe, 
To chance alone you owe the difference. 

Of want impatient, and of fpirit fierce, . 
The wretch, * who on the heath demands my purfeg 
Had he in higher rank been plac’d by fate, 

Had been fome god-like hero, brave and great; \ 
Tho’now by all defpis'd, his country’s thame, 

. He then had been the fav’rite child of fame ; 
Some Ceefar, by th’ enraged gods employ'd, 
He greatly then whole kingdoms had dettroy’d, 

The wretch who fkill’d in fraud, unfkill’d in law, 
Cheats the unfeeling mifer of a flraw: + 


, of a Rice or 





* The characters of a Turpin or M- 
Home, differ little. 


+ Many have been evecuted for the moft trifling forgeries, 
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(For which fo trivial, and fo flight offence, 
He dies ; a moft unequal recompence !) 
Had he in higher rank beer. plac’d by fate, 
Had been fome Machiavel, and rul’d the ftatem— 
Forgive, dread Sire, judge not my mufe too free, 
I plead a noble caufe—Humanity ; 
Mercy, that meek-ey’d maid, my fong indites, 
And what the prompts, her feeling poet writes. 

Was 1 a monarch—ere I fign'’d the word 
That gave the victim to the law’s fharp fword, 
Thus i’d reflect—This man, perchance, has felt 
Wrong:—fuch as would the firmeft virtue melt ; 
Perchance, indignant felt his {pirits bow 
Beneath a weight of undeferved woe ; 

Has feen his much-lov’d wife, his children lie, 
Watted by grief and pining poverty: 

Then would 1 lif~len to mild Mercy’s voice, 
Unlock his chains, and bid defpair rejoice. 

Let blood for vengeance call, let murderers die, 
And the cui¢’d villain ftain’d with perjury. * 
Why the poor wretch +, who by fond nature led, 
Steals for his ftarving child one cruft of bread ? 

’Tis 


* By perjury is meant bearing falfe witnefs again@ the invo- 
cent, with a premeditated defign to take away their lives, 


+ Wednefday, February rsth, 1775, William Morley was exee 


ited ar Rehdon: lar: rahhcaie tno “Heal: @ Pemdasle te! 22°L5: 
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*Tis thine—dread Sire, each circling year to fave * 
A thoufand wretches from th’ untimely grave; 
O glorious pow’r! which kings alone enjoy, 
Like God to pardon, not like man deftroy, 

E’er fince J trod this pilgrimage of woe, 
Man have I mark’d, of man the bittereft foes 
His nature prone to ill, averfe to good, 
Relentlefs, favage, thirfting after blood : 
Invented foon the gibbet, rack, and wheel, 
The flaming faggot, and the torturing fteel. 
Here let me paint fcenes of fuch horrid woe, 
‘That man, unfeeling as heis, may pity know.— 
Where * with the gentle waves of placid Soane, 
Unites th’ impetuous ftream of {now fed Rhone ; 
On the dire feaffold plac, a youth ¢ I faw, 
The haplefs victim of inhuman law— 
By the rude torture, every nerve unftrung, 
His limbs diftorted and disjointed hung ; 


x 


pence 5 at the fame time were executed Thomas Free, and John 
lings.—N. B. Morley hada 
good charséter, and was aniverfally pitied. 


Brown, fur rebbing amas of fix fi 





fa 





* Lyons. 


+ Thisexecution, or rather this fcene of infernal cruelty, was 
aftaally performed at Lyons, in the year 1770, ona youth of 
twenty-five, convidled of murdering his father jhe deferved 
death but could any crime merit fuch wanton torture ? or could 
any but devils ieflict, or order it to be infi@cd $ 


His 
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His hand diffever’d, on a fpear they bore, 
And from his mouth juiv’ring tongue they tore + 
Bound on the wheel, é#ch flow repeated ftroke, 
‘His mangled limbs with keeneft anguifh broke ; 
There left expos’d, twelve ling’ring-hours he lays 
fo phrenzy, horror, and defpair, # prey. 
Ye, who by bloedfhed, keep your flaves in awe, 
Ye ftern interpreters of barbarous law,— 
Say, why thefe torments ? do they merit’death ?——= 
Take by the gentleft means their forfeit breath : 
When we behold a man fuch torture prove, 
‘His crimes forgot, his fufferings pity move. 

Where dwell Helvetia’s fons, a martial race, 
Yet rude and favage, as their native place ; 
Far in a vale—their liv’d a gentle maid, * 
Whofe eafy faith fome flattering youth betray’d ; 
Pregnant—her father’s cot, fhe haplefs fled 
‘fo the lone woods, by fear and madnefs led 5 






* This unfortunate girl had no intention to murder her child, 
nor did the,—it being found and preferved; Jt is to be obferved, 
an abandoned profligate will never deftroy her child ; fhe has nore- 
putation to lofe ; it is the timorous and modcft only——The 
Hofpital des Infants Trouvces at Paris receives all children, with- 
‘out any queftions or exceptions, and there is not (I believe) an 
inftance ot a baftard’> being murdered in that metropolis, fisce 
the inditution ef that charity, 
Founding Hetpitak is rende 





What a fhame! that our 
ved ufeieis, by the avarice of ~——! 





Deliver’d 
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Deliver'd there—frantic, defpairing, wild, 
Expos’d to chance and heav’n «the left her child : 
For this the died, the law was too feverem 
Pity on her fad grave drops many a tear——e 

Fell Superftition, in Religion’s * name, 
Fir dar’d to light the fanguinary flame ; 
And arm’d with terror, and the church’s rod, 
Pleaded the order of an injur’d God. 
No fex, no age it fpar’d, but millions + gave 
Deluded victims, to th’ infatiate grave. 
»Till mild Philofophy’s inftructive page 
Enlighten’d more and more each rifing age ; 
By low degrees, pure Reafon’s radiant light, 
Ditpers'd of ignorance, the gloomy night : 
Prom the fair day ftern Perfecution fled, 
fn the convent’s gloom canceal’ her head ¢ 
As much reluctant the curs’d fiend retires, 
She yields her fword, and quenches all her fires. 

Then Beccaria rofe,—immortal name, 
Enroll’d for ever in the lift of fame: 


” 


* It isto be obferved, thar religion, not much to the honour of 
%5 miniflers, firfi ufed the horrid ranithment of fire—and tothe | 
tnquditien we owe the invention of oft initruments of torture, 


 Tantum religio poteit duadeye malorum !" 


+ Wimefs the Maffacre of St, Bartholomew, at Paris; of the 
PisicRaats, in Ireland 5 of the hap! 





reaal America, de. 
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He dar’d to plead for innocence diftrefs'd, 
For haplefs man by laws opprefs'’d. 
Pvhen thofe who've triumph’d in the bloody plain, 
Have wafted kingdoms, and have millions flain ; 

| Wheir day’s of tapine, and of murder pat, 
‘To death their laurels fhall refign at lat; 
When they by the much injur’d world forgot, 
Shall in fome ruin’d tomb negleed rot ; 
‘Then thy fair name—if Mercy aught can give, 
Shall in.man’s grateful mind for ever live. —— 
‘Thee—they’ll adore, their guardian and their friend, 
Who bade inhuman law to Mercy bend ; 
Thee—who toman’s aftonith’d mind difplay'd 
The wanton hayock cruel Juftice made ; 
Lavith of blood, her fword the wildly deait, 
Its bitter edge wrong’d innocence oft’ felt, 
Till Mercy haftning from the pitying hkies, 
Millions to fave—bid Beccaria rife. 
He f{poke, and bid the fons of grief rejoice ; 
He fpoke, and farthet Roffia heard his voice t 
From the proud Baltic to the Euxine Bay, 
Bleft climes ! which own a Catharine’s gentle fway, 
No more death triumph’s leagu’d with laweno mor 
The fword of juitice reeks diftain’d with gore, 
Alercy, in barbarous Mofcow rais’d the throne, 


And call’d the happy regions round her own, 
Thence 
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Thence {pread to where with every beauty grac’d, 
*Midtt happiett climes Parthgnope * is plac’d; 
Where on fair Baiz’s ever peaceful fhore, 
No tempefts howl, no wild waves furious oar; 
She bade ftern Law depart the reals of Peace, & 
And Juftice rob'd in blood—her flaughter ceafe, 
Where’er mild Mercy came, by Reafon led, 
Fell Perfecution and dark Vengeance fled ; 
Far let them fly~-meek nymph, thy gentle reign, 
‘Extend o’er mourning Albion’s fea-girt plain ; 
‘With conqueft, glory, arts, and riches blefs’d, 
‘She mourns by laws, inhuman laws opprefs’d, 
Each day—the views her fons condema’d to death, 
To the ftern fentence yield their ftruggling breath. 
Shall barbarous Ruffia, fhall proud Naples fhow 
What Albion, fam’d for Mercy, ought to do? 
*Tis thine, dread Sire! whofe mild and generous 
breaft 
Feels for the wretch, and pities the dittrefe’d ; 
*Tis thine—to foothe the horrid fhrieks of woe, 
To bid the ftreams of blood no longer flow— 
Speak, and thy voice th’ impending word thall flay 5 
Speak, and thy vaice retards the fatal day, 


* S'ace the publuch'ag Baccaria’s book, no criminal has been 
executed ether ia Rusia, or Tetvany, and few ia Naples; yet 
ciomes Fave not been found te encres'e, 
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Infpir’d by Mercy—at thy feet I fall, 
For no one friénd I plead—I plead for all ; 
For all—whom the ftern law may henceforth doom 
To the fad horrors of an early tomb, 

Let me not vainly plead—cou’d my weak fong, 
‘That rolls its languid numbers rude along, 
Paint with the life and fire the theme requires, 
All that mild Mercy in my foul infpires ; 
Still—as 1 tketch’d thefe fcenes of horrid woe, 
From thy full eyes, the generous tears would flow, 
Tho’? all cuervate-——may thefe lines have force, 
To ftay off death by law, the rapid courfe ; 
My labour’s paid, fhould they, perchance, ere fave 
One haplefs vi@im from th’ untimely grave, 


FROM THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER, 


Seaaores noftros cum Nautis comparare, quid vetat ? 


Cicero pm Orar, 
Sir, 

Tam juft returned from a Your through the Sea-Port- 
Townsin the Channel. Inclofed J fend you all the 
Ship News | have been able to pick up, and defire 
it may be communicated to the Public through 
your paper. 

Tam, Srx, 3 


Your old Correfpondent, 
De i ke oe an 
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INTELLIGENCE EXTRAORDINARY. 
S HIP NEW 6S. 


Portsmourn, April 20, 1765. 
YESTERDAY, during a hick fog, the Weaver's 
Delight, Capt. Bloomfbury ; the Gentle Shepherd, 
Capt. Budget; the Sater, Capt. Dunk; and the 
True Friend, Capt. Twitcher, run foul of the Royal 
George guard-thip on. the Morusr Bank, and re- 
turned into the Aa deur in a fhattered condition, 

May 15. This morning we had a terrible fquail in 
the darbour, by the violence of which, the Fox, Capt. 
Holland ; the Jri/h Darling, Capt. Percy; and the 
Superbc, Capt. Mackenzie, were driven from their 
moorings, and forced out to fea. 

July 1. CLEARED OUTWARDS, the Weaver's De- 
light, the Gentle Shepherd, the Sadler, and the 
True Friend; with the St. Patrick, Capt. Hillf 
borough ; the Blenheim, Capt. Marlborough; the 
Trentham, Capt. Gower; the Sweepitakes, Capt. 
Weymouth ; the Gimcrack, Capt. Bolingbroke ; the 
Briftol, Capt. Nugent; the Zoper, Capt. Rigby 5 
the Doudlefee, Capt. Bulface; and the Devil’s-Gap, 
Capt. Cobweb. N.B, The Trentham, the Sweep- 
ftakes, the Gimcrack, and the Toper, were towed 
out of the harbour by the Weaver’s Delight, Capt. 
Bloomfbury. 


K3 Fey 
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July 8 No thips of war at Spithead, 

Gulyto, Anriven and failed into the harbour, 
the Geod Intent, Capt. Rockingham ; the Exdeavour, 
Capt. Dowdeincll; the Neffor, Capt. Winchelfea 5 
the Diligence, Capt, Conway; the Eyperance, Capt. 
Grafton; the Provideuce, Capt. Dartmouth ; the 
Experiment, Capt. Portland ; the Huppy Return, 
Capt. Yorke; and the Recovery, Capt. Befborongh, 
ALL from Newcafle, under convoy of the Cumberland 
MAN of war, and the Crown florr-rip, The Biens 
fefin, Capt. Fitzherbert ; the Tonercire, Capte 
Ontlow ; the Fume, Capt. Meredith; the Defance, 
Capt. Gilmour, and a great many others are in fight, 
but can’t get their names this poft. 

For fome time paft the wind has been generally at 
Noatu, but is now come about to the South Eaft, 
and lows ref. 

We hear that his majefy’s fhip Conway will be 
no longer employed as a san of war, being found to 





be fitter for the Merehan:’s lervice. 

July 1g, Remarw inthe warzour with his Mae 
jefty’s fips as per laft, The Time Briton, Capt. Gran. 
by ; the Nepiwie, Capt. Egmont ; the Friend’s Good= 
avi, Barrington ; the Heart of Oak, Howe; the 
Goed Steward, ‘Falbot; and the Towu/ead fly-boat. 

The Neptune, Capt. Egmont, full freighted, for 
the Inand of St. John’s, in the gulf of Su Law: 
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The Townfend fly-boat was. with fume difficulty 
brought to her moorings, where the zow lies ; but is 
expected to fail on a roving cruise, as foon as the 
svind chan ges. 

The Laurel, Capt. Pitt, and the Olive, Capte 
Bute, are expected to fail on a joint cruize againft 
the common enemy the firft fair wind. 

Other advices fay, that the Laurel's flern-pofls not 
being found, fhe muft firft come into dock, and have 
a thorouzh repair, before the can proceed on the in+ 
tended voyage, 

’Tis fuppofed that the Temple will nor be put in 
commilion again, as the carpenters; on examining 
her, have reported that her daca is broke. 

Aug fi 23. Arrived the S.sprize cutter exprefs 
from Dunkirk, with accounts of the demolition of 
the Jertecs—’Tis added, that the French Court, in 
order to fatisfy ovr Court: (of Common-council) 
have offered to puiverize the ftones, and to throw the 
powder on the fand-bank at the mouth of the hare: 
bour, which will by that means be cutirely filled up. 

The report of the S. sd Capt. Bute, hav~ 
ing pur into fome port in Waves, was entirely with« 
out foundation ; and only circulated with an intent 
to impofe on the Unler-Writers. 

GRAVESEND, Anguf 24. Pafled by the Thiitle, 
the Happy Janet, the Charming Moggy, and the 

Ky Highland 
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Highland Laddie, all from Leith, with Scotch 
pebbles, for Wefiminfter. N. B. The fleets to ahd 
from Leith are obliged to rux #—no convoy being 
yet appointed for the Scotch trade. 

Ausf 25. We hear that his Majefty’s fhip Meav- 
cafe will foon have a new figure-head, the old one 
being almost worn out. 

’Yis reported from good authority, that a// the 
petty officers, who have fétved on board the Cum- 
berland man of war, will foon be provided with good 





The Prudent, Capt. Hertford, a three decker, 
lately ftationed on the French coa&, will fail in a 
thort time for Jreland, in order to protect the trade 5 
the Weymouth frigate, which was appointed for that 
furvice, not being reckoned a /iffcient force. 

*Tis reported that the Gezsle Shaph 
fitted, will proceed to the Wei Indies, where fhe is 
to attas a Guarda Cofia, in order to prevent any il- 
ficit trade being carried on with the Spaniards—’Tis 
expected that all the colonies will vie with one ano» 
ther, in making a proper return to Capt. Budyet for 
his great attention and indefatigable afiduity in pro~ 
moting their ive iutereff, when laft on that Ration. 

The Fanfitart, richly laden from Bergal, and the 
Darcat, with hard dollars, from the Havainah, are 
arrived in the river=—’Tis faid that part of the care 


goes 





rd, when ree 
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goes will be lodged in fome warchowfs in the Bo- 
rough. 

The Tavircher’s tendir, commanded by Liextenane 
Anti-Sga.us, having been mifiig for fome time, ’tis 
feared that the has fhared the fate of the unfortunate 
Wikes fre-fo, who foundered in the channel in the 
year,1763, occafioned by her carrying s00 much fail. 

Lonpon, dug. 28, The Addrof, Capt. Beards 
more, having efcaped the vigilance of the engmy’s 
cruizers, with great diffculty got to ParkeGate, hiavy 
laden with monasses and VINEGAR, 


*“HACKFALL AN ELEGY, 
TO NERRA 


To IIackraxy’s calm retreat, where nature reigns 
In rural pride traniported fancy flics :— 

O bear me, goddefs, to thofe fylvan plains, 
Where ail around unlabour’d beauties rife ? 


Let Mammoy’s vot’ries, Gothic fons of tafle, 
The fetter’d hand of mimic art admire ; 

The marble fane, with urns and flatues grac’d, 
The gilt alcove, and juitly floping fpire : 


* Aplace belone'n= to Mr. Aillabis, 
Ke a 


[ 206 J] 


Be their's thro’ long-drawn walks, that tire the eyes, 
Thro’ gay parterres and viftas green to fray, 
Where flately trees in due proportion rife, 
And tortur’d waters regularly play, 


With thee, Nera, miftrefs of my foul, 
Lefs artful fcenes my fimple mind delight ; 
Such as where Ure’s fair ftreams meandring roll, 
By nature form’d, tranfport the ravith’d fight. 


‘There wood and lawn their various charms combine, 
The green dale fiaks, and fwelis the verdant hilt, 

Od rev’rend vaks their high-arch’d boughs entwine, 
And parting rocks difclofe the gufhing rill, 


Lo! thro’ the glade, where rip’ning harvefts kend 
To the foft breeze, a diftant * town appears ; 

From {making cots the blucith.vreaths afcend, 
And inany a tow’r its antigue fliruéture rears ! 


Down from yon’ hoary mountain’s rugged fide 
A torrent falls :—how fwift the waters flow, 
Whilft under ground with filent fealth they glide, 
Then {pring to light a frefh cafcade below ! 


* The town of Matham, 
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Thus as the prieft of Love, fweet Orin tells, 
To fun, Arrugus, thy enraptur’d waves, 
In winding mazes AxeTuusa fteals 
Thro’ fecret vaults and fubterraneous caves? 


Fond nymph in vain !—A lover’seagle fight 

What art can blind ? He fees the private fluice,. 
Then under feas directs his rapid flight, 

And mingles with his charming ARETHUSEs 


Fatt by this ftream, and in the thickeft thade, 
A itraw-réof cot appears with ivy bound, 
The walls with thells and vary’d mofs o’erlaid, 
And rough-hewn altars mark’d the hallow’d: 
ground, 


Here haply dwells fome hoary-headed feer, 
Far from the guilty crouds’ tumultuous din, 

Here in foft mufings wears the filent year, 
Eftrang'd alike to paiion and to fin, 


Peace tohis hours ;—Nor yon, my charming maid, 
Approach the cot, but tura, O turn your cyes; 

Should Love, the tyrant Lovg, his breaft invade, 
Far from the fage all wonted quiet flics 
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Sce in yon’ grove, and o’er the topmaft boughs, 
Untanght by art, a filver fountain plays ; 

In waving folds the bubbling water flows, 
And fun-born Igis paints the humid rays. 


No figur’d Trrrown fpouts th’ indignant ftream, 
Nor weeps poor Niozz in antic fhew 3 

No Dotruins fport, no leaden NEREIDs fwim, 
Nor fond Narcissus views the lake below : 


°Tis nature all !—Grotefque and wild the fcene ; 
The rough rock cleaves, the wave afcends on high, 
Then tumbling down upon the grafly green, 
O’er pebbles ftrays in gurgling harmony, 


Hail fweet recefs!—-What charms the fight regale 
Nature hath giv’n with more than lavifh pride s 

Hail fweet recefs !—More fair than Temrr’s vale, 
Or Ipa’s grove, where fabled gods relide. 


O hafte, Nara, to this blifsful grove, 
Here let us Wifdom’s filent fleps purfue, 

Here fpend an age of innocence and love, 
And bid this folly-fetter’d world adieu ! 


A DAY: 
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QN EPISTLE TO JOHN WILKES, OF AYLESBURY, 
ESQ: 


BY DR. ARMSTRONG» 


(vNoT IN HIs woRKks.] 


ESscCAap’D from London now four moons and more, 
I greet gay Wilkes from Fulda’s watted fhore, 
‘Where cloath’d with woods a hundred hills afcend, 
Where nature many a paradife has plan’d » 


A land that, e’en amid contending arms, 
Late {mil’d with culture and luxuriant charms § 
But now the hoftile fcythe has bar’d her foil, 
‘And her fad peafants Starve for all their toil. 


What news to-day ?—I afk you now what rogue, 
What paltry imp of fortune’s now in vogue ; 
What forward blundering fook was laft preferr’d, 
By mere pretence diftinguith’d from the herd 5 
With what new cheat the gaping town is fmit 5 
Whai crazy feribbler reigns the prefent wit $ 
What Ruff for winter the two booths have mixt; ~ 


What bouncing mimic grows a Rofcius next ? 
= . 


Wave 


[ 210 J 
* ‘Wave all fuch news: Pve feen too much, my friend, 
To ftare at any wonders of that kind. 


News, none have I: you know I never had; 
T never long’d the days dull lyre to {pread ; 
T left to goffips that {weet luxury, 
More in the feercts of the great than I. 
To nurfes, midwives, all the flippery train, 
That fwallow all, and bring up all again; 
Or did I e’er a brief event relate, 
You found it foon at length in the Gazctte, 


Now for the weather—This is England ftill 
For aught find, as good, and quite as ill, 
Even now the pond’rous rain perpetual falls, 
Drowns every camp, and crowds our hofpitals, 
This foaking deluge all unftrings my frame, 
Dilutes my fenfe, and fuffecates my flame— ¢ 
"Tis that which makes thefe prefent lines fo tame, 
The parching eaft wind ftill purfucs me too—— 
Is there no climate where this fiend ne’er flew ?— t 
By heaven, it flays Japan, perhaps Pern! 
Tt blatts all earth with its envenom’d breath, 
That {catters difcord, rage, difeafes, death. 
Twas the firft plague, that burft Pandora’s cheft,. 
“And with a livid finile fow’d all around the reft, 
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Heaven guard my friend from every plague that 
flies, 
Still grant him health, whence all the pleafures rife, 
But oft’ difeafes from Now caufes creep, 
Andiin this doétrine as (thank Heaven) I’m deep, 


* * * * * * * 
* * * * * * ” 
* * * * * * * 
* * * * * * * 


Mean time excufe me that I flily fnatch 
The only theme in which I shine your match, 


You ftudy early : fome indulge at night; , 
Their prudith mufe-fteals in by candle-light, 
Shy as th’ Athenian Bird, the thuns the day,, 
And finds December genial more than May, 
But happier you who court the early fun, 

For morning vifits no debauch drawe on; 
Nor fo the fpirits, health, or fight impair, 
As thofe that pafs in the raw midnight air, 


The tatk of breakfatt o’er; that peevith, pale, 
hat lounging, yawning, moi ungenial meals 
Ruth out, b-fore thofe fools ruth in to worry ye, 
Whole bufinefs is to be idle in a hurry, 

Who kill your time as frank!y as their own, 
And feel no civil hints e’er to be gone. 
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Thefe flies all fairly flung, whene’er the houfe, 
Your country’s bulinefs, or your friend’s allows, 
Roth out, enjoy the fields and the freth air; 
Ride, walk, or drive. the weacher foul or fair. 
Yet in the torrid months I would reverfe 
This method, leave behind both profe and verfe $ 
With the grey dawn the hills and foreft roam, 
And wait the fultry noon embower’d at home, 
While every rural found improves the breeze, 
The railing flream, the bufy rocks, and murmur of 
the bees. 


You'll hardly chufe thefe chearful jaunts alone—= 
Except when fome deep fcheme is carrying on. ° 
With you at Chelfea oft? may I behold 
The hopeful bud of fenfe her bloom unfold, 

With you T’d watk to * * * # * # 

To rich, infipid Hackney, if you will ; 

With you no matter where, while we’re together, 
T {corn no fpot on carth, and curfe no weather. 


‘When dinner comes, amid the various feaft 
That crowns your genial board, where every gueft, #7 
Or grave, or gay, is happy, and at home, 
And none e’er figh’d for the mind’s elbow-room 
T warn you ftill 10 make your chief repaft 


On one plain dith, and trifle with the ref. 
ee ee ee ee 2 
a * * * *  ® ees 
ee ng MF ee 
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Beef, in a fever, if your ftomach crave it, 
Ox-cheek, or mawkifh cod, be fure you have it. 
For {till the conflitution, even the cafe, 
Direéts the ftomach ; this informs the tafte ; 
And what the tafte in her capricious fits 
Cuyly, or even indifterently admits, 
The peevith flomach, or difdains to toil, 
Or indolently works to vapid chyle. 
This inftinét of the tafte fo feldom errs, 
That if you love, yet fmart for cucumbers, 
Or plums of bad repute, you'll likely find 
’Twas for you feparated what nature join’d, t 


The fpicey kernel here, and there the riod, 
* * * * * * * 
* * * * * * * 


Tis ftrange how blindly we from Nature ftray } 
The only creatures we that mifs their way ! 
To ery is human, Man’s prerogative, , 
Who’s too much fenfe by Nature’s laws to live: 
Wifer than Nature we muft thwart her plan, 
And ever will be {poiling, where he can. 
*Tis well he cannot ocean change to cream, 
Nor carth to a gilded cake; nor e’en cou’d tame 
Niagard’s fteep abyfs to crawl down ftairs ; * 
Or drefs in rofes the dire Cordelliers s ¢ 


* Vide Chatfworth, 1759. 


+ Les Cordalleira’s des Andee, area chain of hills, which ree 
ttre’ South America. ‘ 
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But what he cam he does: well can he trim 
A charming {pot into a childith whim ; 
Can every generous gift of nature fpoil, 
And rates their merits by his coft and toil. 
Whate’er the land, whate’er the feas produce, 
Of perfect texture, and exalted juice, 
He pampers, or to fulfome fat, or drains, 


Refines and bleaches, till no tafte remains. 
+ + ® ee ee eR HH OH OH 


id 
Enough to fatten fools, or drive the dray, 
But plagues and death co thofe of Aner clay. 


No corner elfe, ’tis not to be deny’d, 
Of all our ile fo rankly is fupply’d 
With grofs produétions, and adulterate fare, 
bode, whofe name I fpares 
They cram all poulery, thar the hun 





As one renown 






Wonld loath to touch them; e’en thei 
Sometimes is glutted fo with un€uous {poil, 

That what feems beef is rather rape-feed oil. 
D'ye know what brawn is ?—-O th’ unhappy beat! 
He ftands eternal, and is doom’d to feaft, 

‘Till buat the naufeous procefs I forbear-~-——~ 
Only, beware of brawn befure, beware ! 

Yet brawn has tafte—it has: their veal has none, 
Save what the butcher’s breath infpires alone ; 
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Just heaven one day may fend them hail for wheat, 
Who fpoil all veal becaufe it fhould be white, 
*Tis hard to fay of what compounded pafte 
Their bread is wrought, for it betrays no tafte, 
Whether ’tis flour and chalk, or chalk and flour 
Sheil’d and refta’d, ’till it has tafte no more ; 
But if the lump be whire, and white enough, 
No matter how infipid, dry, or tough, 
Tn falt itfelf the fapid favour tails, 
Burnt alom for the love of white prevails : 
While taftelefs cole-feed we for multard fallow, 
Tis void of zett indeed —but ftill’tis yellow. 
Partnip, or parfley-root, the rogues will foon 
Scrape for 








d’uvill pafs unknown ; 
For by the colour, uot the tafe, we prove all, 
Ashens will iit on chalk, if’tis but oval. 


Tmnftwith caution the cook’s reign invade, 
Hot as the fire, aad hafiy from his trade,— 


ee Be KF KF BF KH RE HF KH KH KH 
* * BH KF * KF KF F KF FF FF KF ¥ 
* * & RF * F FF € BH HK KF KH HK 
* * * * ££ * & HF &# F&F HF & 


A cook of genius, bid him roatta hare, 
By all that’s hot and horrible would fwear, 
Parch native drynefs! zounds, that’s not the thing—— 


{ 216 } 


His gen’rous broth 1 would almoft prefer 
‘To turtle-foup, tho’ turtle travels far. 


You think me nice perhaps: yet I could dine 
On roafted rabbit ; or fat turkey and chine; 
Or fulfome haflet ; or mot drily cram 
My throat with taftelefs fillet and wet ham: 
But let me ue’er of mutton-faddle eat, 

That folid phantom, that moft fpecious cheat ; 
Yet loin is pafable, he was no fool 
Who faid the half is better than the whole: 


fk 
ee * 
* * * 
* % * 
ee 
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* 
Poe 
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But [ have cook’d and carv’d enongh and more, 
We come to drinking next. "Till dinner’s o’er, 
I would all claret, e’en champain forbear, 
Give me fret, water——blefs me with fimall beer. 
But fill whate’er you drink, with cautions lip 
Approach, furvey, and e’er you fwallow, fip ; 
For often, O defend all honeft throats ! 
The reeling wafp on the drench’d borage floats. 
T’ve known a dame, fage elie as a divine, 
For brandy whip off Jpecacnan wine 3 

And 
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And I’m as fure amid your carelefs glee, 

You'll fwallow Port one time for Cote-rotie, 

But you aware of that Let/van flood, 

Will fearce repeat the dofe—forbid you fhou’d ! 
*Tis fuch a deadly foe to all that’s bright, 

’Twould foon encumber e’en your fancy’s flight ; 
And if ’tig true what fome wile preacher fays, 

That we our gen’rous anceitors difgrace, 

The fault from this pernicious fountain flows, 
Hence half our follies, half our crimes and woes; 
And ere our maudlin genius mounts again, 

Twill caufe a fea of claret and champain k 
Of this retarding glue to rinfe the nation’s brain. 
The mud-fed carp refines amid the fprings, 
gn time and Burgundy might do great things; .- 

ut health and pleafure we tor trade defpite, 

For Portugal’s grudg’d gold our genins dies. 

O haplefs race ! O land to be bewail’d ! 

With murders, treafons, horrid deaths appal’d ! 
Where darkered tkies with livid thunders frown, 
While earth convulfive thakes her cities down; 
Where hell in heayen’s name holds her impious 

court, 

And the grape bleeds out that black poifon, port ; 
Sad poifon to themfelves, to us itill worfe, 

Brew’d and rebrew’d, a doubled, trebled curfe. 
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Tofs‘d in the crowd of various rules I find, 

Still fome material bufinefs left behind : 

* * * * * * % + 

* * * * * * * *® 
The fig, the goofeberry, beyond all gtapes, 
Mellower to eat, as rich to drink perhaps. 
But pleafures of this kind are beft enjoy’d, 
Beneath the tree, or by the fountain fide, 
Ere the quick foul, and dewy bloom exhale, 
And vainly melt into the thanklefs gale. 


* * * * * * * « 
* * e *. * . * * 
* * * * * * * . 
a * * . * * * * 


Who from the full meal yield to natural ref, 

A fhort repofe ; ’tis ftrange how foon you'll fing . 

A fecond morn rife chearful on your mind : 

Befitles it foftly, kindly, fooths away 

The faddett hour to fome that damps the day. 

But if you're coy to fleep, before you {pread 

Some eafy-trotting poet’s lines—you’re dead 

At once : even thefe may halten your repofe, 

Now rapid verfe, now halting nearer profe ; 

There imooth, here rough, what I fuppofe yau’d 
chufe, 

As men of tafte hate famenefs in the mufe s 

Yes, I'd adjourn all drinking ’till ’tis late, 

And then indulge, but ara moderate rate. 
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By heaven not *#* with all his genial wit, 
Should ever tempt me after twelve to fit———= 
You Jaugh—-at noon you fay: I mean at night. 


I long to read your name once more again, 

But while at Caffel, all fuch longing’s vain. 

Yet Caffel elfe no fad retreat I find, 

While good and amiable * Gayot’s my friend, t 

Generous and plain, the friend of human kind; 

Who {corus the littleeminded’s partial view ; 

One you would love, one that would relifh you, 

With him fometimes I fup, and often dine, 

And find his prefence cordial more than wine. 

There lively, genial, friendly, Goy and I 

Touch glafles oft’ to onc, whofe company 
“Would—but what’s this?—Farewel-within twa 

hours 
We march for Hoxter-ever, ever your’s, 


ON THROWING BY AN OLD BLACK COAT. 


Op friend, farewel—with whom full many 4 
day, 
In varied mirth and grief, hath roll’d away. 


* Monf. de Gayot, Fils, confeiller d’eftat, et intendant de 


Dio os 
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No more thy form retains its fable dye, 

But, like grey beauty, palls upon the eye— 

That form which fhone fo late in paffion’s gloom, 

How fall’n {ere while the glory of the loom! 

Late, wrapt fecure within thy woollen folds, 

I brav’d the fummer rains, and winter colds. 

Fearlefs of coughs, catarrhs, which Eurus brings, 

Or dark November, on his noifome wings, 

Whiftling a tune, like Cymon in the fong, 

Thro’ filthy ftreets and lanes I’ve trudg’d along, 

Nor heeded aught the hackney-coachmen’s cries, 

Tho’ coach, your honour, founded to the fkics 3 

And hall Ithen forget thy brighter-hue, 

Seil thee a flave to yonder hoarfe-mouth’d Jew ? 

Forbid it gratitude—forbid it thame——— 

That were a deed would blacken Clodio’s name. 

Thou poor old man, whofe brow is ftreak’d with 

care, 

Stretch’d on the clay-cold earth, thy bofom bare, 

Had I but half that Clodio’s thining ftore, 

Thy breaft fhould heave with mifery no more 

Yet take the fcanty pittance I beftow, 

This coat fhall thield thee from the drifted faov. 
But ere we part—indulge the moral lay, 

Hear it, ye fools, who flutter life away, 

Vain are the rich man’s toils, the proud man's brag’, 

Men turn to duft—and broad-cloth turns to rags. 
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ON AN OLD HAT. 


1 
FAITHFUL for months, full many a thow’r 
Of batt’ring hail, from clouds defcending, 
‘Thou haft withftood with all thy pow’r, 
But now to old age thou art wending. 


Il. 
With paia I fee thy fable fade, 
And view a dingy brownsappear ; 
Griev’d 1 behold thy varying fhade, 
And mach a total change I fear. 


Ill. 


. With thee I oft’ with aukward air, 
And attitudes by no means pretty, | 
Paid homage to the blooming fair, 
That grace Europa’s nobleit city. 


IV. 


And frequently I took thee off, 
: To thew reipeét to thote I lev'd 5 
' Who fiatter’d then—now meanly fcoff, 
And are not by my mis’ries mov'd. 


do: pede oda tone. 
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Strange that the thin of any beat 
Should prove more conftant to its matter, 
Than thofe his bounty oft’ did feaft, 
Ere he fuftain’d a dire difaiter ! 


Vi. 
Come then, my friend, my true Achates, 
Let fycophants or {mile or frown, 
Still, old acquaintance, fuch thy fate is, 
Thou muft my fhallow caput crown. 


yl. 
But for the fervice thou haft done 
Thou thalt be brufh’d and black’d again, 
Nor will I put another on, 
Whilf thou canft thield me from the rain, 


VII. 
Should {neering witlings be fo bold 
To comment on thy ancient cocks, 
The {neering witlings thall be told, 
A better newer grac’d their blocks. 


THE LIFE OF A WOMAN OF THE TOWN. 


AH? wot avails, how once appear’d the fair, 
_ When frum gay equipage the falls obfeure ; 
In vain fhe moves her livid lips in pray’r: 
What msa io mean to recollest the poor? 
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From place to place, by unfee’d bailiffs drove, 
As fainting fawns from thirfty blood-hounds fly: 
Sce the fad remnants of unhallow’d tove, 
In prifons perith, or on dunghills dic. 


Pimps and dependents once her beauties prais’d ; 
“on thefe beauties, vermin-like, they fed; 
¥Frem wretchednefs, the crew her bonnty rais’d, 
When by her fpoils enrich’d—deny her bread. 


Thro’ ftreet to Areet, fhe wends, as want betides, 
Like-Shore’s:fad wife, in winter’s difmal hours. ; 

The bleak winds piercing her unnourifh’d fides, 
Her houfelefs head dripping with drizzly fhowers. 


Sickly the itvoles amidit the miry lane, 
While ftreaming {pouts dath cn her uncloath’d 
neck 3 2: “ 
By famine pinch’d ; pinch’d: by difeafe-bred paix, 
Contrition’s portrait, and rafh beauty’s wreck. 
She dies; fad outeatt! Heart broke by remorfe ; 
Pale ftretch’d againii th’ inhofpitabie doors ; 
: wie gathering gotlips tanat ths flec'els corte, 
And thank their Guds—shat they were xcver 
Fh hores. 
yu. G 


Le LO D. 
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LORD-MAYOR’s DAY, 
A MOCK ELEGY. 


T HE fun creeps flowly o’er the eaftern hills, 
The lazy-pacing hours attend his way, 

‘Thro’ the thick fog the fcarce pervading beam _ 
Gives Lonnon’s Lorn his gorgeous gaudy day, 


Now the grim’d feavenger his befom plies, 
And whiftles at his work with wonted glee, 
‘The ftrects look decent, ev’n in courtiers’ eyes, 
While the wretch fweeps for dirtier foil than he. 


And now the city bells, in many a peal, 
Burfting at once upon the vacant ear, ie 

Bid the glad freemen from their counters fteal, 
And hail the day to beef and pudding dear, 


Nor is this all—the folid ham fupplies 
The place where yetterday’s plain mutton ftood, 
And the rich pudding with the pye-cruft vies: 
—But all this is fwallow’d foon, for all is good. 





Nor pafs we by the eapon and the chine, 


or heedlefs, leave the turkey’s praife unfing J 





‘The wien ixtue’d punch, th’ infpiring wine, 





jov of cach hearty and thenns of every tongue ; 
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And now Aueusta’s fenators repair 
‘Te that ofd pile where broad-fuc'd giants fand 5. 
While courtly itrangers like thote giants flare, 
+~'Maz"d at the clumfy wonders of our land ! 


But hafte, my mufe, the coach of flate appears ! 
Aucusta’s Lord, and all his court, are blithe : 

Coachman, be careful how you jeach the fairs, 
And fand the Monarch Lately at Queeahithe! 


But ah ! one moral thought will yet intrude, 
Tho’ glad the heart, and fettive be the day; 
‘* How (hort our bits !—We’ve made the landing 
good, 
On the frail waves to plow the wai'ry way !” 


Now fail the barges—half a mile an hour; 
Now fly the ftreamers—now the corks, too, fly ; 
The morning brimmer gives the ftomach power 
To frm the beet, and rai the pigeon-pyc! 


Let PAicy, trav’ling on the banks of Thame, 
Suppofe at Rurus’ Hall the glite’ring throng 3 
The bufinefs done—revifit we the ftream, 
While pop-guns canoanade us all along ! 


L3 With! 
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~ ‘With grateful hearts, and eyes of greedy joy, 
We view the bridge of elegance—Black-friars 5 
noe faxing, boy, 


ee pie 















Strdw mianya dane as many a sberlee { 
“Aad croud with fpits, aud. platés, and pots, “and 
pans. 


‘The foaing: 

With jo 3 

The crouds retire when Sunday hours advent : 
« Aodleat, in dreams, the cuftard of the’ day * 


FROM, THE PUBLIC ADVERTISER: 


z—p t——~'s ANSWER TO MRS. Nae’s yess) 
Tron “ wHaT Is. GRACE?” 


: W HITLE round her lips the loves and: eo 

play’d, 3 

* Why am T erated fweet Aspasta faid 

*« And what is grace, whofe facted fpetl can bind 
s+ Harmonious magic o’er the raptut’d mind .— 





28 « Where 
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© Where docs this denizen of air refide, 


© And to what beauties is her power applied ? 
be 


What, what attraction to a woman brings 

This fylph, this fairy, with cnamel’d wings ? »” 

—Thus Strerson anfwerd: ** Grace, O beane 
teous dame, ; 

« That child’6f heaven, illumes your lovely frame ; 

Tis in your cheeks, whofe blinds. tints unite 


+ 


* The two coatending rofes, red and white! 
"© °Tis in your lips with vermeil perfume pred, 
“ Tt ranges lovely o'er your faowy breaft: 
« "Tis Grace that breathing fweetly in each figh, ” 
“© Speaks in your voice and lightens in your eyes : 
*Lis in all, it circles you around j 
% In every look, in every word—'tis found : 
« —O thou, by nature exquifitely plan’d, 
+ Who came perfection from her labouring hand, 
* Deem naught amifs of him, whofe artlefs mufe ~ 
© Thefe her bet gifts not undelighted views, 
« But on his tunelefs reed and fimple toil 
* Propitious look, and truft him with a fmile ! 
*© So fhall his lawns, tho’ parch’d by fummer’s heat, 
“ Revive, when trodden by Aspasta’s feet 5 
“ So fhall his fowrets with freh fragrance blow, 
His lilies whiten, and his rofes glow : 
‘ And once again his ruttic fong fhall tell 
What grace, what beauties in Aspasta dwell.” 
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Mr, Printer, 


I WAVE taken the liberty of teanfinitting to the 
pub-ic, through the chaunel of your paper, the above 
elegant verfes, which have only circulated hitherto 
through the fafhionable world in manufcript. They 
are too good to be kept a fecret, though addrefled 
to the wife of another man. But while they abound 
with the mof elegant compliments-to the lady, the 
pocr hufband is forgotten, It is to preferve him 
from oblivion, that 1 take the liberty of fending you 
a paredy on the above ; and I flatier myfelf you will 
infert the trifle 1 have fubjoined, with this apology 
to the public, 


While rays of glory beam’d around his head,” 

"* Say what is Grace?” a love-fick B—p faid ; 

“ What is this power of grace, whofe magic fpell _ 

“* Can awe the gaping multitude fo well? 

* Say, is this thing fo much, fo litt'e known, 

* Ts it by manner, look, or titles fhewn ? 

“¢ Dwelts it in fingle or in married life, 

™ Shines it the moft in Me, or in my Wire?” 

~-When virtuous StrepHoNn anf{wer'd. 
*¢ Learn’d Divine, 

* On thy own brows confpicuous fee it fhine 5 

** See from thy pouting lips in power difpenfe 

* Ty holy, lufcious fureams of eloquence. 
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*¢ °Tis that which gliftening in your vacant eye 
‘* Glotes on your wife, while all the world fiands 
bye 
‘* *Tis all in all, it circles‘you around, 
** In coat, in caffock, in lawn fleeves ’tis founds 
**'O thon, for hufband’ by thy fate defigu’d, 
‘© To human errors charitably blind ; 
‘* Deem naught amifs of him whofe modeft mufe 
‘* With pious praife your blufhing dame purfues ; 
‘* But on his harmiefs views, and virtuous life, 
“© Propitious look, and truf him with your wife 3: 
“So fhall his H+——y's violated thade 
‘© Weep o’er another fair to fhame betray’d ; 
“© So, at the fight, more pale his lilies grow, 
** And bluthing rofes feel a deeper glow ; 
“* So thall his flowers with gayer tints bring forth, 
“* And horn-beams nourith in the gales of North; . 
‘* And, beft of gifts, the pious bard:receiye 
“* One bleffing fit a B—p’s wife to give.” 


BaGarnuté,- 


P.S. T think it but proper to add, that I dif 
claim all infinuations againft the fair charaSter of 
the above lady, who I firmly believe to be a very 
good fort of woman, and her hufband a very worthy 
man, and whofe worit a&tion is certainly that of hays 
ing introduced her to fuch a Cicifbeo,- 


Le- 
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THE POET. A RHAPSODY, 
BY DR. AKENSIDY, 


THIS WAS ONE OF THE EARLIEST PRODUCTIONS 
OF DR.AKENSIDE: IT WAS WRITTEN, AND ORI- 
GINALLY PUBLISHED, BEFORE HE HAD ARRIV= 
ED AT THE AGE of SEXTEEN YEARS. 1T 15, 
HOWEVER, NOT PRINTED IN THE’EDITION OF 
HIS WORKS, 


OF all the various lots around the ball, 

Which Fate to man diftributes, abfolute ; 

Avert, ye gods! that o& the Mufe’é fon, 

Curs’d with dire poverty! poor hungrywreteh f 

What fall he do for life ? he cannotawork 

With manual labour: fliall thofe facred hands, ° 

‘That brought the countels of the gods to fight ; 

Shali that infpir’d tongue, which evry mute 

Ha$touch’d divine, to charm the fons of men. 

“Lhe hallow’d organs! thefe! be preititnte 

‘To the vile fervice of fome fool in pow’r, 

All his beheits fubmiflive to perform, 

Howe’er to him ingrateful ? Ob! he feorns 

Th’ igneble thought ; with generous difdain, 

More eligible deeming it tc fturve, 

Like his fam’d anceftdrs renowe’d in verfe, 
Then 
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Than poorly bend to be another's flave,— 
‘Than feed and fatten in obfcurity. 
—-Thefe are his firm refolves, which fate, nor time, 
Nor poverty can fhake. Exalted high 
In garret vile he lives; with remnants hung 
Of tapeitry: but oh! precarioué ftate : 
Of this vain tranfient world ! all pow’rful time ! 
What doft thou not fubdue ? See what a chafin 
Gapes wide, tremendous! fee where Saul enrag’d, 
High on his throne, encompais’d by his guards, 
With levell’d fpear, and arm extended fits, 
Ready to pierce old Jeffe’s valiant fon,— 
Spoil’d of his nofe !-—around in tott’ring ranke,- 
On fhelves pulverulent, majettic Rands 
His library ; in ragged plight, and old; 
Replete with many a load of criticilin, 
Elab’rate products of the midnight toil 
Of Belgian brains; fnatch’d from the deadly hands 
Of murd’rous grocer, or the careful wight, 
Who vends the plant, that clads the happy fhore 
Of Indian Patomack ; which citizens 
in balmy fumes exhale, when o’er a pot 
Of fage infpiring coffve, they difpofe 
Or kings and crowns, and fettle Europe’s fates 

Elfewhere the dome is fill’d with various heaps 
af ord domefiic lumber; that huge chair 
“fas deen fx monarghs fill the Britith thrones 





Here a broad inaily table thinds, oerlpread 
. ££ Won 
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With ink and pens, and fcrolls replete with rhyme 3 
Cheitts, ftools, old razors, fraétur’d jars half full 
Of muddy zythum, four and fpiritlefs: 
Fragments of verfe, hofe, fandals, utenfils 
Of various fafhion, and of various ufe, 
With friendly influence hide the fable floor; ~ 

This is the bard’s mufeum, this-the fane 
To Phoebus facred, and th’ Aonian: maids : 
Butoh! it ftabs his heart, that nighatd:-fate 
To him in fuch fmall-meafure fhould difpenfe 
Her better gifts : to him! whofe gen’rous foul 
Could relish, with as fine an elegance, 
The golden joys of grandeur, and of wealth ; 
He who ccu'd tyrannize o’er menial flaves, 
Or fwell, benéath a coronet of fate, a 
Or_ ‘a gilded chariot with a mien; 
Grand as the haughtieft Timon of them all,— 

But ’tis in vain to rave at dettiny, 
Here he muft reft and brook the beft he can, 
To live remote from grandeur, learning, wit; 
Immur’d amongft th’ ignoble vulgar herd, 
Of Jowett intellect ; whofe Mupid fouls 
But half inform their bodies; brains of lead- 
And tongues of thunder: whofe infenfate breatt 
Ne’er felt the rapt’rous, foul entrancing fire 
Of the celettial rule ; whote-favage ears 
Never heard the facred rules, nor ev’n the names 
Of the Veautiag bard, or critic-dage 
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Full-fam'd of Stagyra: whofe clam’rous tongue; 
Seun the tormented ear'with:colloqny, 
Vociferate, trivial, or impertinent: 

Replete with boorith feandal: yet, alas! 

This, this! he muft-endure, or mufe alone, 
Penfive and moping o'er the frubborn rhyme, 

Or line-impetfe&—~No !: the door is free, 

And calls him to evade their deaf’ning clang. 

By private ambulation ;—'tis refolv’d : 

Off from his wait he throws the tatter’d gown,. 
Beheld with indignation ;. and unloads 

His pericranium of the weighty cap, 

With fweat and greafe difcolour’d : then explores: 
The fpacious chef, and from its hollow womb. 
Draws his beft rebe, yet not from tindure free 
Of age’s rev’rend ruffet, feant and bare; 

Then down his meagre vifage waving flows 

The thadowy peruque, crown’d with gummy hat 
Clean brufi’d, a cane fupports him, . Thus equip’d | 
He fallies forth; fwift traverfes the flreets, 

And feeks the lonely walk 5 Hail flvian feenes, 

Ye growes, ye vallies, ye-meand’ring brooks, 

Admit me to your joys, in rapt’rous phrafe, 

Loud he exclaims ; while with th’ infpiring Mufe 
His bofom labours ; and all other thoughts, 
Pleafure and wealth, and poverty itfelf, 

Before her influence vanifh. Rapt in thought,. 
Fancy prefents before his rayith’d eyes 
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Diftant profperity, upon his page 
With tranfport dwelling ; while bright learning’ 

fons 

‘That ages hence muft tread this earthly ball, 
Indignant feem to curfe the thanklefs age, 
That flarv’dfuch merit. Meantime fwallow’d up 
In meditation deep, he wanders on, 
Unweeting of his way-—-—But- ah ! he ftarts! 
With fudden fright ! his glaring eye-betts roll, 
Pale turn his checks, and fha®& his loofen’d joints, 
His cogitations vanifh into air, 

- Like painted bubbies, or a morning dream. 
Behold the caufe! fee! thro’ the opening glade, 
With rofy vifage, and abdomen grand, 

Acit, a.dun!——As in Apatia’s wilds,. 

Or " "'Fhracian Hebrus rolls his wave, 
A heedlefs kid, difportive, roves around, 
Unheeding, ’till upon the hideous cave 

Of the dire wolf fhe treads; half-dead the vicwa 

_ His bloodfhot eye-balls, and his dreadful fangs, 
And fwift as Euras from the monfler flies, 

So fares the trembling bard ; amaz’d he turns, 
Scarce by his legs upborn ; yet fear fupplies 
‘The place of ftrengih; ftraight home he bends. hi 
courte, 
Nor looks behind him till he fafe regain 
His faithful citadel. There fpent, fatigu’d, 
He 
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! He lays him down to-eafe his heaving lungs, - 
Quaking, and of his fafety fcarce convine’d. 
Soon as the panic leaves his panting breaft, 

Down to the Mufe’s facred rites he fits, 

Volumes pil’d round him; fee! upon his brow , 
Perplex’d anxiety, and ftruggling thought, 
Painful as female throes ; whether the bard. 
Difplay the deeds of heroes ; or the fall 

OF vice, in lay dramatic : or expand 

"Fhe lyric wing; or — elegiac ftrains 

Lament the'fair.; or.lafh the ftubhorn age, 

With laughing fatire ; or in rural fcenes 

With fhepherds fport; or rack his hard bound brains, 
For th’ unexpected turn. Arachne fo, 

In duity kitchen corners, from her bowels _ 

Spins the fine web; but fpins with better 

Than the poor bard: the! caitiff! fpreads her fnares, 
And with their aid enjoys luxurious life, 

Bloated with fat of infeéts, fleth’d in blood: . 
He! hard, hard lot! for’all his toil and care, 
And painful watchings, fearce protrads awhile 

lis meagre, hungry days! ungrateful world! 

If with his drama he adorn the fiage ; 

No worth-difeerning concourfe pays the chargé, 
*Or of the orcheitra, or th’ enlight’ning torch. 


He who fupports the luxury and pride 
PUSE weCmeEe | | ee 
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Dogs, eagles, lions ; has not yet enough, 
Wherewith to fatisfy the greedier maw 
Of that moft rav’nous, that devouring beaft, 
Yclep’d a Poet. What new Halifax, 
What Somers, or what Dorfet can’t thou find, 
Thou hungry mortal ? break, wretch, break thy quill 
Blot out the ftudy’d image ; to the flames 
Commit this Stag’rite ; leave this thanklefs trade; ° 
Erect fone pedling ftall, with trinkets flock’d, 
There earn thy daily half-pente, nor again 
Truit the falfe Myfe : fo fhall the cleanly mya 
Repel intruding hunger.——Oh ! tis vain, 
‘Phe friendly admonition’s all in-vain 
The feribbling itch has feiz’d him, he is loft 
To all advice; and flarves for ftarving’s fake. 

Thus feng the {portful Mufe,.in mirthful mood, 
Indulging gay the frolic vein of youth ; 
But, oh! ye gods, avert th’ impending flroke, 
This lucklefs omen threatens! hark ! methinks, 
I hear my better angel cry, Retreat, 
Raph you bh! in time retreat! let thofe poor bards, 
Whe sighted al’, all! for the flatt ring Mef:, 


Det cured 





want, as landmarks Pand, 
To cvawn thee from the fervice of 46° ingrate, 


AN 
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AN EPISTLE FROM OBEREA, QUBEN OF OTAHEITE, 
TO JOSEPH BANKS, ESQ, 


TRANSLATED BY T. Q. 2: ESQs PROFESSOR OF THE 
OTAHEITE LANGUAGE IN DUBLIN, AND or 
_ ALL THE LANGUAGES OF THE UNDISCOVERED 
ISLANDS IN THE SOUTH SEA; AND ENRICHED 
WITH HISTORICAL AND EXPLANATORY NOTESs 


(THE Editor of the following Epiftle has only to 
inform the public, that he has tranflated it with all 
the fidelity, which the different idioms of the two 
Yangnages will admit of. He is fenfible that it is im- 
pofible in Englifh, to convey any idea of the beauties 
of the Otaheite tongue. Jt abounds with dipthongs 
‘and tripthongs, and every word of it begins with a 
vowel, Upon this account it is infinitely harmonious 5 
to which if we add the beauty and fublimity of its 
metaphors, we fhall only do it juttice, if we pronounce 
it to be one of the nobleft languages which has ever 
been {poken fince the confufion of tongues. 

‘The Editor is in hopes, that this little fpecimen, 
will excite the curious to the ftudy of it; and he 
takes this opportunity of informing them, that he is 
going to facilitate their labours by the publication 
of a compleat Grammar and Didtionary. This work. 
will be printed on the fame paper, and with the fame 
letter as Dr. Hawkeiworth’s celebrated Voyages, and 


oe 
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will be ready to be delivered next fpring, for the 
moderate price of three guineas. It will~be highly 
ufeful to fuch gentlemen as propofe to vifit the South 
Seas, atid to make the grand tour, If the impreffion. 
of this work thall not be fold fo foot as the author 
flatters himfelf it will, he engages to publifh it in 
weekly numbers, at one filling each.] 


Dublin, Sept, 20,.1773+ 


Reap, or oh! fay does fonie more amorous fait 
Prevent * Opano, and engage his care? 
J, + Oberea, from the Southern main, 
Of flighted vows, of injur’d faith complain, 
Tho’ now foie European maid’ you woo, 
Of ¢ waift more taper, and of whiter hue ; 
Yet § oft’ with me you deign’d the night to pafs,. 
Beneath yon’ bread-tree on the bending grals. 
Oft’ ia the rocking boat we fondly lay, 
Nor fear’d the drizly wind, or briny {pray. 

* The people of Otaheite could not pronounce Mr, Banks's 
name, but called him Opano. - 

Prelegis, an comjux prohibetnova, &c. 
+ Pcgalis Ocnone, Phrygiis celeberviisa filvise 
+ It appears that Oberea was rather plamp and yound, and not 


of the fajreft complexion, Sce Hawhefworth’s Voyager, 


§ Sxpe greges inter requicvimus arbore ati, 


Miftaque cum foliisprebuit herba torum, 


i a Ni Ge eS 
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* Who led thee thro’ the wood’s impervious fhadey 
Vicre’d the thick covert, and explor’d the glade ; 
‘Taught thee each plant that fips the morning dew, 
And brought the latent minerals to thy view ? 
Still to thofe glades, thofe coverts I repair, 
‘Trace every alleye-but thou art not there. 
Nor + herb, nor falutary plant I find, 
‘Yo cool the burning fever of my mind }. 
Ah! ¥ Lremember on the river’s fide, 
Whofe babling waters twixt the mountains glide, 
A bread-tree ftands,- on which with fharpen’d ftone, 
To thy dear-name I deign'd unite my own. 
‘ow bread-tree, grow, nor envious hand remove 

The feulptur’d fymbols of my conftant Jove, 

To the vaft § main a rock projecting lica, 
Where tempefts howl, and roaring billows rifes 





* Quis tibi monftravit faltus venatibus aptos, 
Et tegeret catulos qua Tera rupe fuos ? 


+ Me miferam ! quod amor non eft medicabilis herbisy 
Deficior prudens artis ab arte mea. 


J Populus cf (memini) flaviali conta rip, 
Eit in qua noftri litera feripta memor, 
Popule vive precer, &¢, 
§ The South Sea. 
Ajpicit immesfum moles nativa profindum, 
Mons fait, equorcis illa refiftit aquis. 
a Hic vela tug cognovi prima caring, 
Et mihi per fluétus impetus ire fecic. 
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There firtt at eve thy opening fails I fpy’d, 
And eager glow’d to eleave the briny tide, 
My faithful fenate fat in wife debate, 
And weigh’d the dubious interefts of the ftate. 
Tho’ fome with brandifh’d lance for war declare, 
With all the frantic figns of wild defpair ; 
Yet I more foft to genfle peace tnclin’d, 
And footh’d the terrors of * Tupia’s mind. 
Send them, I ery’d, twice twelve" “™* dogs, 
And give them cocoas, women, bread, and hogs, 

*Twas morn, the gallant veffel fieers to land ; 
Ou the moift beach the marfhall’d failors land. 
Then fir the pangs of confcious love I knew, 
My eyes, my longing foul was fixt on you, 
To gain thy love I practie’d every art, 
And gave my kingdom as f gave my heart. 
Alas! what ftreams of fcalding tears I thed, 
When you furpris’d + Obadee in my bed; 


* Tupia was Prime Miniter to Oberea. She confented that he 
fhould come to England with Mr. Banks, and thereby gave the 
flrongett proof of her a'tachment to that gentleman, Unfortu- 
nately this great politician and philofopher died on the voyages 
Lo€tuofum hoc fuis ; acerbum patria ; grave banis omnibus, Cree 

+ On the 2gth, not very early ia the forenoon, Mr, Banks. went 
to pay his court to Oberea, and was told that the was fill afleep 
under the awning of her boat. Thither he went, and upon look- 
ing into her chamber, he found her in bed with a handiome young 
fellow about twenty-five, whofe name was Obicee. Hawikef- 
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. t Pat 
From* my.chafd | temples aA my.locks T twitch, 





(And with the prickly fhell tataow my breech. 7 = 





How throb’d thy bofom with impatient love! 
Now flow I fail’d, and ftole my eafy way 
With fweet, reluétant, amorous delay ; a 
“Then + in brifk circles glanc’d around, and baat: 3% 
‘The meafur'd cadence with my quivering feet. 
My eyes refulgent beam’d with wanton fire, 5 
And all my limbs were brac’d by rede, A 


| ~ In the foft dance if e’er I chanc’d to move, 








— «Ort Temerédes, with fuch cafe as I. 
Oft’ on thy lips, thofe lips of love, I hung, 
To hear thee greet me in my native tongues 
§ Meetee ; fweetly. you. expreft, - ‘ 
Your eyes all-t it explain’d the rete 


* Tum vero rupigue finus, & peétora plapxi, 
Er fecui madidas ungue rigente genas.. 

} Tyne te plus folito lafcivia noftra juvabat, 
Crebraque mobilitas, aptaque verba joco. 





+ The Temetédee is the lafcivious dance, See Hawkef Voyages, 


L had fome difficulty to find out who Oberea meant by Hella, 
bot an ingenious friend and critic faggetied to me that it muft -be 
Mademoifele Heinel, whofe fkill and fame we may fuppofe were 
aighly exaggerated to Oberea by Monf. Bougainville. 

: § Anglice, come here to kifs me—See the Vocabulary pf the 
Qrakiejte language, which may fecre ull iny Didionary is pub- 
jithed, 


Say, 
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Say, fondeft youth, can’t thon forget the night, 
When ftarting from your fleep in: wild affright, ‘ 
Rife Oberea, rife my Queen, you faid, | 
Some * thief has ftol’n my breeches from my head, 
Sorrowing + I went befide the billowy main ; 
Search’d the long-winding coaft, but fearch’d in vain, 
My choiceft garment ftrait I fhar’d with yon, 
And fondly cloath’d you with my own } Perou, 

Nor ftrove not other fnitors to 
A mutual paffion to my royal heart ; 
My neck, my jetty eye-brows charm’d § Teetee, 
And Otapairoo pink’d his bum for me. 
Their tears, their warmeft vows could ne’er 
Not gift of chequer’d beads, nor proffer’d nail. 
To thefe fond hands, when firft we went to view, 
The magic wonders of thy vaft canoe ; 


* Upon their vifit to Tootabal, Mr. Banks ‘thought himfelf 
fortunate in being placed by Obd-rea in her canoe. She infifted 
vpon taking his ciothes into her coftody. Awaking about eleven 
‘he fuund they were ftolen, upon which he awakened Oberea, who 





niattihg vp ard heating his complaint, ordered lights, and pre= 
pared in great baile to recover what he had lof!. In the morning 
Oberea brought him fome of her country cloches. 
ft Bui axenv wapa Siva moruproc€sie Sarnarons. 
} Perou fignifics a petticoat in the Otaheite tongue. 
Eque tuis demptos humeris mibi tradis amius, 
§ me de pettus Taras 
Dedorefjue alii ee a 
A Aa ene 
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A curious * image did Opano give,. 
<Whofe eye-balls gliften’d, and which feem’d to live, 
With this I talk beneath the plantain thade, 
As tho’ it heard and anfwer’d what I faid; 
“In amorous dalliance place it on my knee, 
And lavifh all the raptures due to thee, 

Oft’ to my eyes the well-known {cenes appears . .. 
Which image all that paft when thou waft near. 
Here + Teroppa, wretched widow ftood, 

And ting’d the ocean with her livid blood. 
Thrice with the fhark’s fharp tooth fhe piere’d her, 
head, | 
“Exclaim’d, ¢ Tehai, and in triumph bled. 
There 


I received her (Oberea) with foch marks of diftinftion, as T 
thought would gratify her moft, and was net fparing of my prefents, 
among which this Auguft Perfonage feemed particularly delighted 
with a child’s doll. Vol. 1, p, 106. : @ 
Uli blanditias, illi ribi debita verba, 
Dictmus, amplesus. aceipit illa meose 

Hanc fpecte teneoque fiow pro conjuge vero, 
Et tanquam poffit verba referre, queror. 

Crede mihi plus eft; quam quod videatur, Imago, 
Adde fonum cere, Protefilaus eric. 

} Tibora, Tumaida’s wife. ” 

“+ Anexclamation of grief which fignifies, Where is he? Early 
in the morning on the 28th, a great number of women came down 
to the fort, and Teropoa being odferved among them on the outfide 
of the gate, Mr. Bauks weé@out and brought her in, He faw that 
‘s # the 
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‘There to-yon’ plantain * Oorattoa came, 
+ uid paid juft honours to Opano’s name. 
Three fcarlet robes her tall attendants bore, 
And gently fpread them on the winding fhore 5 
Graceful fhe mov’d, and with majettic eafe, 
Pull’d up her petticoats above her knees ; 
Then thrice tura’d round with meafur’d fleps and; 
flow, ; . . 
Proud the curv’d + arches of her bum to thew. 


the fears ftood in heryes, and as foon as the entered they began 
to flow in great abundange. He enquired earneftly the caufe, but 
inftead of anfwering, th€ took from under her garment a fharke 
toothy and ftruck i¢ fix.or feven times into her head with. grete, 
force. Vol, IL. ps 104. : 


* Friday rath of May was diftinguithed by a vifit from forge 
ladies, Having laid fome pieces of cloth on the ground, the fore 
moft of the women, who appeared to be the principal, and who 
was called Oorattoa, fepped upon them, and taking up her gare 
ments all round her to'the waifl, turned about three times with 
great compofure and deliberation. When this was done fhe drop- 
sped the veil, and ftepping off the cloth, three pseces more were 
Maid, and the repeated the ceremony. The three lait were laid, 
and the ceremony was repeated the fame manner the third time, 
Wol. IT, pe 125. . 

+ ff The part on which thafe ornaments are lavithed is the breech 5 
this in both fexes is covered with a deep black, above which arches 
ave dvawn one over another. Thele arches are theiy pride, and are 


_ Ahewa with great ortent ti ition. Hawkes. Voyoges. 4 
Here 
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Rere * Ticattow-tiéa dar’d to prove, 

The impetuous tranfports of Toopuah’s love, * 
Scarce twelve fhort years the wanton maid had feen,” 
The youth was ‘fix feet high, or more I ween. : 
Experienc’d matrons the young pair furvey’d, 
And urg’d to feats of love the felf-taught maid; ‘ 
With fkill fuperior fve perform'd her part,.. - 
And potent nature fcorn’d the tricks of art. 
Curit be the envious gales that wafted o’er 
Thofe floating wigwams to our peaceful thore 3° 


* A young man, near fix feet high, performed the rites of Vew 
fous with a Jittle girt about eleven or twelve, before feveral of our 
people, and a great number of the natives. Among the natives 
were feveral women of fuperior rank, particularly Oberea, who 
‘may property be faid to have affifted at the ceremony. For they 
gave imftruétions to the girl how to perform her part, which, young 
as the was, the did not feem much to fttd in need of. Vole Le 
Pld. ~ 


Bianda traces animos fertur molliffe voluptasy 
Conftiterant uno feeminay virque loco, 
~ Quid facerent ipfi nullo didicere magiftroy 
Aste Venus nulla dulce peregit opus. 


‘The tranflator intended to have foppreffed all paffages of this 
nature, which might offend the chafte ear of a Britith reader, But 
‘as Dr. Hawkefworth’s very lufcious defcriptions have been con 
Gdered rather as fallies of his prurient imagination, than.the tranf> 
adtions “of real life, he thought it 2 piece of jaftice due to that 
or wut max to authenticate his narratives - : * 


Vou V. “M .. With 
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With fpecious gifts a crew infidious came, 
’ And left us * d:tzer plidges of their flame. 
Till then was nature free and love fincere, 
Nor generous paffion quench’d by flavifh fear. 
No pining maiden knew the venom’d kifs, 
But all was genuine extacy and blifs, 

Oft’ have I with’d, for fuch you love, that I 
‘Were metamorphos’d to fome curious fly ; 
Beyond the main 1’d {peed my eager way, 

And buz around you all the live-long day : 

“Nor would I not be fome umbrageous tree, 
That fhades thy grot, + and vegetate for thee ; 3 
At thy approach I’d all my flowers expand, 

And weave my wanton foliage round thy hands 
$ Think not I covet what you riches call, ~ 
Your houfes, lands, eftates,—I {corn them all. 
I § crave no jointure of five hundred fkins, 
~ Nor twice as many pounds to buy my pins ; 


. I fuppofe this alludes to the introde@ign of the venereal dj 
eafe among them by Monf. Bougainville, which they emphatical 
call the Rottenne/s. ‘See Hawke werth's Voyages, 

t+ 











node yeyopay 
A Bopepetuce Mekioca xal ¥¢ Taov avipoy iMoiCav. Tutoc} 

& Non ego miror opes, nec me tua regia tangit, 

§ It is furprizing, that Obcrea fhould be fo well acquainte 
with the manners of Great-Britzin; but as the appears to hay 
had fach fine parts, we may eafily imagine, that the did rot fi 
lo ptefit by her frequent converfations with Mi, Banks, 


- Na 
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Nor yet fhall ¥ the tardy fates reproach, 
Pant for the lozenge on my lacker’d coach ; 
Or watfte the produce of your doating will, 
At fordid Loo, or Dowager Quadrille. 
With you, thrice dear Opano, oft’ I lay 
Within the wigwam ’till the dawn of day ; 
Then from my pack, with anxious care for you, 
Chofe the beft dog, and ftew’d the nice Tagout. 

" Ah! how I Rrove thy curious taite to hit, 
From the bak’d viands carv’d the brownett bit ; 
To grace thy table fpread my finett fmocks, 
And pour’d the fragrant * Monoe o’er thy locks. 
For thee each morn I cull’d the bread-tree’s fruit, | 
And + with my noftrils blew the dulcet flute. 
Thrice happy youth ! what blifs with thine could: 

vie, 

To feed on dog's flefh, and siie Beste to lie! 


* The papi of Oraheite have a cuftom of anointing their 
heads with what they cali Monoe, which is an oil extracted from 
the cocoa-put. 


ft appears that mofic is cultivated in Otaheite to ro fmatl de- 

gree of perfeétion. Indeed, this method of blowing the flute with 

the nofirils is admirably calculated for the cromatic. We hav: 

heard with great pleafure, that the ingenious De, Eurney intends 

to take a voyage tothe South Sea to inform him elf, and after= 

. wards to give fome account to the public, of the ftate of mufic ia 
thofe parts. 


M * Parting 
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> Parting you wept, this truth ‘at leat you 
own, 
Nor think that weaknefs which was love ine 
Steadfatt I gaz’d, till from my aching view, 
Your leffening canvafs gradually withdrew. 
‘Then to my tent I ran in wild defpair, 
And e’en in dreams renew’d my anxious cares, 
Whene’er I {trove my flumbering eyes to clofe, . 
Terrific phantoms, dread illufions rofe, 
Now o’er the waters I appear’d to float, 
‘And fondly clafp you in the + crazy boat. 
t Culling choice fimplcs, now 1 feem’d to gay, 
O’er barren wakes, a wildernefs of woe ; 
Where’er I turn’d the dread § Morais appear’d, 
And the wild thrieksof frantic grief were heard, 
At length you beckon, and I leave the hore, 
Then tempefts ’gan to rage, and winds to.roae 4, 
The billowy furges fee:n’d to lath the thies, 
And Otaheite yanith’d from my eyes. 


© Flefti difcendens, hoc faltem parce negarcerrev—me 


+ gempit fob pendere = - 
Soti—lis. 





’ 
femper longam incomitata vie 


Ire viam 





3 . 





§ The f-pulckres of the peaple of Otahcite are called Morsig, 
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Perliaps* Opario (be the oinen vain 
If ere thy thips fhafl reach thefe fhores agaitts 
You'll feek the wigwam where we fondly lay, 
And ia its place will find my fad Morai. 
Yet think at Jeaft my copious + tears you fees 
And {pare one thought from botany for me., 
And when with curious fearch thine eyes explores 
The waving foreft, or the marfhy fhore ; : 
When in ftrong gin thy fkilful hands fhall fleep 
Some unclafe’d fowl or montter of the deeps 
"Think on the rapture, which we once have known, 
And waft one figh to Otaheite’s throne, | 

‘Tempo verrd anchor forfe 

€h' al’ ufato foggiorno 

Forni la fera, bella ¢ manfuetas 

E14, ov’ ella mi fcorfe 

‘Nel benedetro giorno, 

Volga Sa vifta defiofa c lieta 

Cercandomi: € 0 pietd 

Gia Terra infra, le pietre- 

Videndo amor linfpiri 

Tn gvifa che fofpiri 

$i dolcemente—————e~ Parrancal 


4 The people of Otaheite areremarkable for their fine feeling ly: 
which generally produce a copious effufion ef tears upon every af-. 
fefting accafion. See Dr. -Hawhsfworth paffime 
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THE ORANGE-GIRL AT FOOTE’s 
TO SALLY HARRIS: 


OR, THE TOWN TO THE COUNTRY POMONA, 


AN HEROIC EPISTLE. 


+o THE LADIES OF THIS VIRTUOUS AGE, 


Motus dover’ gaudet Ionicos 
Matura Virgo-—tS fingitur Artibus: 
Fam nunc &S incefos amores 
De tenero mediatur Ungui, 


TO THE MODERN FINE GENTLEMEN, 


Non his juventus orta parentibusy 
Lnfecit aquor, fanguine Gallicor 


WELCOME, fair nymph, from Hock'rill’s gloo» 
my plains, 

To this gay town, where wanton Verius reigns ; 

Venus, who {miles, rejoic’d in thee to gain, 

An acquifition to her blooming train, 

See tinfeign’d forrow, rage, and deep defpair, 

Seize on all Nelfon’s nymphs, and Mitchell’s fair s 

For much they fear that thy frefh rural charms, 

Shou’d lure the wand’ring rakes from their weak 

© arms. 


* 


CL 2s: F 
See Potvell weeps, ¢’en in her new-built coachy - ~ 
And trembles for her lord * at thy approach. 
White Stephenfon plays o’er each: winning art, 
To guard the feeble Gr—t’s fickle heart. 
The proud Du Tay thy charms with envy fees, 
. Fearful left they young Eg——t fhould pleafe. 
: With grief fhe iees, as nearer you advance, 
A bloom fuperior to the rouge of France. 
‘Thy native rofes make her falfe ones pale, 
With nature, art compar’d will ever fail. 


«Welcome, dear fifter, welcome. I alone, 
Of all the girls in this gay vicious town, 
Thy youth, thy bloom, thy charms unmov’d can fee, 
-> Untouch’d by envy, free from jealoufy. ° 
Chearful and young, and void, like you, of art, 
I truft to nature’ charms to gain the heart ; 
Tis health’s pure bloom that o’er my cheeks is 
fpready : 
I ufe no artificial white and red; 
Each wafh, each daub, to Archer I refign, 
Let her of beauty a fair picture thine ;_ 
None paint fo well, ’tis by the town confefs’d, 
. Except her little lovely fifter-—Welt ; 
Leave them to blaze with G. © from afar, 
Like varnifh’d dolls hung out at Temple-Bar, 





© Lord Scafth, - 
aes oe Tite 
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Like you, tho! gay my heart, tho” warm my bloody 
“The tempting pow’r of love I long withffood; , 
Not ev'n K—Id—re my virgin breait could move ; 
Fat Ch—wt—-n fweats in vain to gain my love ; 
To flatter me, the ever gallant Hare 
Leaves his lov’d Ciarke a prey to black defpair, . . 
For me young Charles ® the dice. box oft” foregoes, 
And cards forgot, for once with love he glows. 
Egmont forfakes his hounds and favourite horfe; 
And, wond’rous ! quits for me the unfinifh’d courfe, 
Thefe, and a thoufand more long ftrove in vain, - 
’ With vows and bribes my favour to obtains 
My gen’rous heart refus’d the proffer’d bribe, 
And fcorn’d the macaroni filken tribe. 


Bur love, enrag’d that I thould brave his pow ‘ty 

. Once, in a foft, unguarded, fatal hour, 

Produc’d a manly youth, bleft with each charm 

‘Fo blind our virtue, or our pride difarin s 

Yet he was poor, unpenfion’d, and unplac’d, 

Lord of no lands, and of no titles grac’d: 

‘He ne’er had plunder’d India’s haplefs thore, 

For millions funk in feas of native gore » 

‘To fortune and to fame he liv’d unknown, 

New to the world, a franger to the town. 


* Pot 


With 





SN 





Wich frettien eee ALA vigour bleft, 
His aiiorous hand firft prefs’d my Henting breafts: 
Till Lat length o’ereome—— 


Far other was. thy fate, unhappy maid! 
Whim and caprice thy erring heart betray’ 3° 
In L———, what didft thow’! hope to find ? 

lis body ba luft, with vice his mind. 


oO, Pe, a perfect maid, yet fearce a w— "5 
By me inftructed, be deceiv’d no.more,. 
My mufe experienc’d fhall direét thy ways ae 
‘Thro’ this enchanted'town’s perplexed maze; 
‘Teach thee (too well it knows) to fhun each fnare,. 
Laid for the young; the innocent, and fair. 


i 


Let not a Hayes, or Collins, with curft'art,.' 
Tempt thee with ligalthvand liberty to parts: 
The haplefs negro, from his native land, 

Borne to Jamaica’s much more favage ftrand,. 
To fome {tern brute,.on that accurfed coait 
Some human brute, to ev’ry feeling loft— 

_ Scolds a flave—and doom’d to toil away, 

Jn ceafelefs labour, the long feorehing day ; 
To finart beneath the whip, to drag the chain}. 
td To linger through a life of tears and: pain 3—~- 


* Pope’s Sappho to Phaony 
“ Q fcarce a youth, yet fearce a tender boy” 
M-5 Wretch: 
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Wretch as he feems—light are his woes, compar’e 
AVith the poor girl’s, by fome old bawd enfnar’d : 
Her biooming charms, her youthful hours z 

doom'd, 
To be by anguifh and difeafe confum’d 5 : 
She’s doom’d to be of fuft the abject flave,. 
‘To end her forrows in an early grave, 
Far happier lot, from fuch curtt bondage free, 
Poor to remain, but bleft with liberty. 


Truft not alone to beauty’s fading flower, 
Or youth’s frefh bloom, thy fortune to fecure,ss 
Bleft with love's fweeteft fmiles, with fparkling eyes, 
With breafts of fnow, that foftly fall and rife, 
With youth, good-nature, and an angel’s face, 
And with a fhape that would a Venus grace, 
_ Il--fated Kitty wanders through the town, 
Her charms neglected, and her worth unknown : 
' She wants that winning art, that certain grace, 
Which conquers furer than the faireft face. 
How few, like Polly, * find a faultlefg youth ? 
How few can equal her in love and truth ? 
See on her breaft her chofen Eden lies, 
4 And drinks delicious poifon from her eyes +.” 
‘ ‘Thy park, O Greenwich, and each confcious grove, 
«16 oft’ the witnels of ghee mutual love. 


* Polly Jones. + Harriet Powell. : 
Can | 
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Can that foft flame ftill dwell in Parfons’ breait, 
Which palfy’d age, -with his cold hand has prefs’d; 
Tis not her charms, ’tis her ingenuous mind, 
That did a Grafton—doth a D. — blind. 
How few, like Harriet, * rife to wealth or fame ? 
What crouds are funk in poverty and thame ! 
See Muire and Kennedy declining fait, 
And Thompfon fcarce two winters more will lat. 
Fled are thofe charms which late fubdu’d each heart, 
Love and Champignon are compell’d to part, 
Where are Duburgh, Coxe, Hayward, Spencer, 

Stone ? 
Their hour is paft, and they are now unknown, 
Each winter fees fome favourite beauty rife, 
She blooms all fpring, and in the {ummer dies ; 
The nymphs bound ’prentice to the wanton trade 
Are like the daintieit flowers that foonett fade, 
Fair to the eye, and to the fenfes fweer, 
Men pluck, grow tir’d, and caft them at their feet, 





Be this your plan, to this alone attend ; 
Seck not admirers, gain one real friend, 
Tn public places Jet your charms be fhean, 
The lovelicf face is nothing if unknowi. 


Pope's Abelard and Flsiia, 


ae 
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Come then, dear ‘nymph, with me here take thy 
~ Gand, * 

The batkes dangfing from thy fnowy hand ; 

Together thro’ the boxes will we go, 

Whifper each rake, and ogle every beau. 

‘Thy wanton eye, thy. every graceful charm, 

E’en vigour-vanting B — thall warm. 

‘To thee, on tip-toe foft, fee March advance, 

Deck’d out.in all the frippery of France : 

See atheist Twitcher comes, that lewd.old goat, 

Whofe harden’d features every vice denote ; 

Let not his tempting tongue thy paffions move, 

He'll pick your pocket, while he’s making love. + 

Pale as the pamper’d hope of fome fond mother, 

See T~— S——-, Tony’s own dear brother ; 

A pair fo juttly match’d, ’tis hard to tell, 

Which doth the other by one vice excel. 





But chiefly mark that youth who fkulks behind, 

Sullen he feems, dejected much of mind,— 

Tis L 4 —who betrayed his country’s caufe, 
Laugh’d at her rights, and broke her nobleft laws. 
_ Shun him—ye young, ye uniufpedting fair, 

For he is fkill’d to ruin and enfnare : 

There’s fearce a day, but by his art beguil’d, 
Some frantic mother weeps her wretched child. 





@ At Foot’s Theatre. 


+ Vid. An beroig epifile to Sir William Chambers. 
One 
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One girkthere was, \, ’tis fuch a tale of wae, 
Would make the tears from fterneft tyrants flow: s 
Nor have I time, at prefeat, to flate 
The lott, forfaken Kitty’s baplefs fate. 
Dete& this worthiefs tribe, this vicious race, 
With their unhallow’d touch, pollute not thy ems 
brace ; 
Deaf to their words, and to their bribes prove blind, 
We many L-————— for one Eden find. 


© Vide the following, 


AN EPISTPLB 





TO THE HON. MR > IN BEHALF OF AM 
UNFORTUNATE YOUNG LaDYe 





Quis talia fande : 
Tempenet a lachyymis? Viawe 


{Among the many miferable wretehes whom Mr, 
———— has ruin’d, he fearcely, perhaps, recollects 
the unfortunate Kitty T———y; the intention of 
the following fhort epittle is to awaken his pity, and 
to recall to his mind a wretched outcaft, whom it is 
yet in his power to refcue from infamy and perdi- 


tion, 
Her 
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Her extreme * youth, her fenfe, her beauty, ‘all 
plead in her behalf. Withsut putting Mr, ——— 
to any great expefice, many ways may be found of 
providing for her; for himfelf, the author avows, 
that the moit difinterefted generofity was his only 
motive for publishing the following lines; fhould 
they have the intended effect, he will think his 
trouble amply repaid. 


«© Next to welieve innocence dittreft, 
To plead its caufe, declares a generous breaft.”] 


—IF yet, enflav’d by vice, there reft 

One fpark of love, or honour in your breaft ; 
If not quite loft to every generous fenfe, 

You ftill can feel for injur’d innocence ; 

Think of that haplefs fair—whofe youthful charms 
So lately bleft your clofely-circling arms. 

The foremott one in pleafure’s gilded feene, 
The faireft votary of the Cyprian Queen, 
Now—to all hope, to every comfort loit, 

By the wide waves of ftern affliction toft, 
Doom’d to endure the cruel pangs of need, 
Cait from thy bofom like a poifonous weed ; 
Doom’d, as defpair points out the gloomy way, 
Along the paths of infamy to tlray, 


® Score ly ver dkeestenn. 


7 a 
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Much-injur’d girl, to better profpects born, 
Tho’ now abandon’d, left to weep atid mourn - 
Fortune fmil’d flattering on'fer natat hour, 

Bleft her with fenfe, and beauty’s choiceft fow’r 3 
Nor were her parents of-ignoble race, 

In her, a generous line firft knew difgrace : 

Her father *fleeps with thofe illuftrious dead 
Who fought for Albion,‘and for Albion bled, 
Happy in death—he never liv’d to fee 

His much-lov’d child---his Kitty’s infamy. 

And can-you, ——= —-=, peace or pleafure know, 
— While loR ‘the wanders, funk in-guilt and woe, © 
Recal the hours, when to her blooming face 
The {mile of innocence lent every grace. 

‘When in her love-form’d and all-fpotlefs breaft 
Content and happinefs had plac’d their nef ; 
And dwelt, ’till you, to your eternal fhame, 

An envious fiend, a fubtle tempter, came, 
Triumphant fore’ d thofe virtyes to retreat, 
And much-reluétant quit their favourite feat. 
Reflect one moment, with what treacherous art 
You won to love her unfufpecting heart 

Her all fhe gave—her peace—her virgin fame— 
And fondly chang’d them for remorfe and fhame, 
When torn froma fond mother’s laft embrace, 
You gave her to a loft, a haplefs race ; 


© He was a captain in the army, 


With 
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With them to proftirute her blooming charms, 
Joylefs ta every comer’s loathiome arms. 
Say, for that end was form’d thy Kitty’s face,- 
Her noble air, her more than female grace; 
Thofe eyes, that with fuch fre and meaning glow, 
Thofe cheeks of rofes, and thofe Breatts of inow ; 
Thofe lovely locks, in wanton ringlets fpread, 
Thofe ivory teeth, thofe lipsas coral red; 
Thofe coral lins, from whence proceed: a. vaice 
So foft, fo fweet, twou'd make difpair rejoice? 
No, fhe was furely form’d, thus fair, to prove 
The perfect joys of pure and mutual love ; 
To blefs in Hymen’s bands fome happy youthy. 
With beauty, virtue, conftancy, and truth, 

Such washer let, and {tilt in one frmocth ftreany 
Her hours had flow’d, her life a pleafant dream 3. 
Had you ne’ér come to tempt her far aftray, 

From where meek virtue pointed: out her way ; 
Chang’d this fair fcene, and blafted all her joys, 

As the rude North the blooming Spring deftroys. 
Full well you knew, to what her youth you deom’d, 
Yo be in anguifh andin tears confum’d ; 

To be of brutal inft the haplefs flave, 

‘To end her forows in an carly grave. 

What time, what fchemes, what art you us’d to blind 
The dawning virtues of a generous mind ; 
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With what falfe oaths her virgin fears fuppreft, 
With what falfe hopes infpir’d her youthful breait ; 
So wh@®n to death, the chofen viétim’s led, 
The fatal paths with fairett flowers are fpread. 
Unteeling youth! cre yet it be too late, 
Think on thy once lov’d Kitty’s wretched fate. 
See, toafift my words, the fair appears, 
Her faded cheeks worn with inceflant tears ; 
On you, her grief-fwoln eyes, imploring’ throws, 
On you, the guilty author of her woes, 
And pleads not confoience, hourly in thy breaft, 
For thy lov’d Kitty, injur’d and oppreft ? 
O hear us then, while yet you’ve pow’r to fave 
The lovely mourner finking to the grave. 
Yet, yet, the loves, ungrateful tho’ you prove, 
Cruel and falfe, and ever mutt the love. 
Midit all her griefs, for you, the much wrong’d fai» 
Solicits heav’n with never-ceating pray’r; 
For you, the joylefs waftes the ling’ring day, 
For you, the weeps the midnight hours away, 

Soothe then her foul, and filence all her fears, 
And wipe from her full eyes the flreaming teats ; 
Of forrow’s cup no longer let her tafte, 
Nor in the thade of grief her beauties watte. 


TO 


{ 262 ] 


TO THE PRINTER OF THE PUBLIC AD. 
VERTISER. e 





Quicged agint Hominess VoTUM, TiMOR, IRA, VOLUPTAS, 
& Gavia, Discunsas, ngli ff EARRAGO Libel. 
Juvexatt. £6 
Sik, ne 
SomME time ago T communicated to the public a 
method of reading the news-papers erefi cays, (vide 
Vol. II.) andatthe fume time gave a Specimen of 
the effects of this new way of reading. 

The favourable reception which that little piece 
met with, has induced me to offer a frond part. Jf 
it fhould be remarked, that many of the following 
vrofiereadings appear to be political, I hope the good. 
natured public will not impure it ro me, but to the 
circumftances of the times.— 





se politics of late have 
refembled the weather ; the imiliarity between the 
political and the natural atmofphere is extremely 
friking ; we have experienced a great deal of foul 
weather in both, Party writings have long poured 
upon us, without intermiifion ; every day the torrent 
gains new ttrength ; all ¢fays to top it, or to confine 
it within proper limits, are in vain; the inundation 
fpreads ; the news-papers are covered with it; and 
we are threatened (mercy on us!) with a politicat 
DELUGE 
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DELUGE. ’Tis true, indeed, that we occafionally 
meet with a few letters of morality, or of humour ; 


Apparent rari NANTES in GURGITE VASTO. 


They thine awhile on the furface, but foon are borne 
down with the tide, and are loft in the gulf of 
party. 5 

It was impoffible for me, in wading acrof3 this flood 
of politics, not to imbibe the complexion of the 
fiream ; and if there feem to be any per/onalities in 
the following crofs-lines, (to {peak without meta 
phor) it would be equally unjuft to find fault with me, 
as with the compofitor who fet the types, and placed 
the lines of one column exactly oppofite to thofe of 
anothcr.—This is no bufinefs of mine ; ’tis the work 
of the journeyman printer: Ha is the Matter of 
Ceremonies in this kind of conrre-pance, who 
fixes your rank, and choofes your partner; and in 
doing this, as he is only affifted by blind chance, and 
couples you together at random, what a motley dance 
mutt it produce! being compofed of perfons whofe 
humours and characters are as oppofite as fire and 
water, oil and vinegar! made up indifcriminately of 
all ages and fexes, all ranks and profeffions, high 
and low, rich and poor, civil and military, church 
and ftate, court and city, 

Such a hodge-pudge, or mefs-medley, is a Lon- 
Zor. news-paper! a political mixture of heterogeneous 
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ingredients, and difcordant combinations; where we 
daily meet with deridin jntelligence—totally dettitute 
of foundation ; axthentic advices—political » lyes 5 
where we are told, that our difputes with Spain are 
‘on the point of being amicably fettled—and that a 
‘war is inevitable ; where we are aflured, that we 
have upwards of thirty {gil of the line ready for 
fervice—and that we have not fo many a3 savelve 5 
where our naval force is faid to equal to,the coimn- 
abined fleets of all Rurope—nnd yet not a match for 
wny one branch of the Houfe of Bourbon ; where we 
ure reprefented at the fame inftant as poor and dif 
treffed-—rich and flourithing ; perfeétly fecure in our 
liberties and properties—yet groaning under the 
weight of flavery and oppreffion ; where the felf- 
fame perfon is reprefented as being both dead and 
alive; in a deep decline—and in perfect health j 
where one and the fame character is DSIFLED and 
beDevit’p ; wherea minifter is treated with the moft 
bitter invective, and the moft fulfome panegyric 
whilft Junius japan! him on one fide, and Mo. 
pestus cbite-wafhes him on other, he marches 
along, like the man in the MASQUERADE, a walk- 
ing picture in Chiaro Ofcure. 

Now I will fubmit it to any number of politician: 
within the bills of mortality, whether the above 
portrait of a mews-paper is a érue likenefs, or a CA- 

RICATURE ; 
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aicaTear; and in order to adift their determina 
tions upon this important point, 1 recommend .the 
following extrails to their molt ferious confidera= 
tion. 
“Papyrius Cursor, 


TO-MORROW the Houle of Commans will 
meet— 


*,* The cocks to be pitted at three, 


Warm debates ate expected in both houfes—- 
=—A-confiant fupply, freth from Billingfgate. 


‘We hear that a divorce will {peedily take place 
A new recipe for the diftemper among the horned 
cattle. 


Yefterday there were violent difputes in the Come 
mon-Council— 

For fome time patt the Volcane has been extremely 
turbulent, 


Ruffia and the Porte have fettled an Armifice— 
A method of curInG RUPTURES, without cuttings 


We learn from Berlin, that his Majefty— 
Was conviéted of debafing the current coin, 


Owing to the general complaint of fcarcity of 
money— 
. We hear there will be a vere of crepit. 


oo 
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Now in rehearfal the Difref Mother, a tragedy— 

Occafioned by the undutiful behaviour of the co 
lonies. 

Arrived at Liverpool with difpatches from Ame: 
Yica— 

The Canterbury flying machine, ix one day. 

Notwithftanding the prefent exorbitant price o! 


gandles— 
Some dark tranfactions will foon be brought ta 


There is a general combination of the ladies of 
Bofton— 
To encourage none but their own commodities, 
’Tis afferted that Dr. Franklin will foon be in 


London— 
After which will be prefented PromETHEUS, with 


alterations. 

Yefterday ended the races at Newmarket— ; 

At which feveral of the great Officers of State 
affifted. 

Laft night there was a meeting of the female co« 
teriz— 

And five of the moft hardened committed to Bride- 


well, 
Yeflerday the Queen was fafely delivered— 
To be continued axnwally, 
Lak 
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Lat night a large fhip broke from her mooringiew 
t4++ N.B. This is ot the firk time of her elops 
ing. 
She received confiderable damage in her hull—» 
Therefore 1 will pay no debts of her contractings 


Country DANCES taught, with the true method 
of footing— , 
Particularly addreffed to the dealers in ors, 


Monzy, to any amount, always ready— 
+++ No family ought to be without it. 


A large affortment of rich carprnats and CAP U4 
CHINS— 
Renounced the errors at St. Martin’s church, 


To the curious in liquid BLACKING-—= 
JUNIUs in our next. 


Yefterday a patriotic motion was made in a great 
affembly— : . 

It burnt very fiercely, but did not damage the 
houie: adjoining. 


’Tis reported that Jamaica is taken by a Spanith 
fleet— 
And carried into the Havannah. 


The Spaniards have funk one of our frigates in 
the Mediterranean— “ 
This day seas publifled, Tue Fause Atarm. 
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The grand Bre Reet will fail fome time in June— 

To which will be added, she farce of Tuz In- 
VASION. 
* Maretchal Broglio is to make a defcent with 40,000 
men— 

Cork jackets of a new invention are recom- 
mended, 


Yefterday there wasa proclamation for a oxwE- 
RAL FAST— , 
xt was warmly oppofed in the Court of Aldermen: 
~The order of the fa/ was ftriétly obferved— 

By the parith poor, in London and Wefmintter. 


Friday being the day appointed for a national bus 
triliation=— : 

The new appointed commififoners embarked for 
* America, 


On Wednefday evening died, after cating a hearty 
fupper —— 

Eminent Common-Councilman for the Ward of 
Portfoken. 

He was buried in the fame vault with his fpoufe— 

At prefent below par; but itis thought they will 
dpe up again. 


Is any one coftive, or troubled with wind ?— 
Yt is confidently reported, at the cther end. 
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Peodigious crowds refort to the new chapel— 
They will hear fomething greatly to their advantage, 


Whereas feveral reports, tending to blacken— 
Malicioufly infinnating that I have been white- 
wathed, 


Loft, or miflaid by accident— 
The reputation of a lady at the weft. end——— 


That famous horfe Gthelle, alias Black and alf 
Blatken 
To he. one. of ber Ladythip’s ‘domeftic Chaplains. 


“ Serious Thoughts on the Decreste of Popula 
tion”— 

Fieft frricus man, Signor Tenducei. 

A young woman, gentecly educated, is willing— 


A Captain on athe Trith Lablifuent would bz" 
glad tomim +. 


‘Laft night a violent quarrel arofe— 

At a gengral meeting of the Amicabte Society, 
There was a terrible riot, and fome blond fpilt— 
Far exceeding our inoit /aeu'xe expectations. 





Yeflerday the anauity-bill received the poy. affent— 
Tnthe evening their Majefties went toLrac! ia & “2 DCo 


TJofept hus? Hitory of the Deftruction cf the Jews— 
¢ Mr. Wedderburn has added feycral ciapfes. 
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‘To-morrow will be opened the Exhibition of Pic« 
tures— 
Having met with the greateft fuccefs on our Cann 
vas. 


During the poll there was the greateft appearance 


of candour— 
Owing to a confiderable fall of fhow, the preced- 


ing night. 

Yefterday being the birth-day of John Wilkes, 
Efq.— 

The damage done thereby is faid to be confider- 
able, 

‘To all lovert of Alderney cows— 38” 

Alderman Bull is arrived from Bath perfectly re- 
covered, 

We hear from Caffel, that his Serene Hight 

A very eminent carcafe butcher, 


We hear from Copenhagen, that they are pre- 
paring— 

‘The revived Tragedy of the Ambitious Step-Mo- 
ther 

Tt is confidently reported, that the Czarina-— 

The Second Edition of Semiramis., 


‘There is now preparing, by order of the Pope— 
a Bn. Tne remody fer corns, * 
On 
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On Tuefday, at a Common-Hall, a Remonftran:e 


was voted— 
‘Never were.inflammatory diforders fo frequent. 


The following is faid to be the fubjet of the Re- 
monitrance-— ‘, 
*¢ By God Wee will fet your Houfe on Fierr,- if” 
you refeufe.”” 


We befeech you, Sire, to comply with our mot 
jut requeh— , 

“ Wee have all fwor to it, and damn our , BluddS 
if Wee doant.” 


Laftt night a defperate gang broke into a houfe ia 
Pall-Mall— 

And they all had the honour to kifs his se 3 
hand, 


* Wednefday at two o'clock, the Remonflrance was 
prefeated— 

It happily mifs’d fire, and the rogues efcaped. 

On Sunday lait, a large quantity of combuftibles-= 

Delivered to a congregation of Diflenters at Hack- 
ney, 

‘To the Difciples cf Dr. Price, A Caution— 

Yetterday Joliu the Painter was hanged at Porsi+ 
mouth. 


Ps 
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The furplus of the: Sinking Fund is now higher | | 
than ever— 
A remarkable inftance of the poe of our trade 

and manufactures. 


Tis whifpered that. a noble L-——— has married his 
+ mittrefs-— 
In purfuance of a late A& for inclofing Commons. 


Lord Bute is expected to return about Chriftmas— 
,,A\fter which will be prefented, ‘¢ A Peep behind 
the Curtain.” 


There is-a frefh talk of a change in thofe at the 
elm— 

*,* The Matter to be fpoke with on fie Scotch 
Walk. . 


And we hear that feveral eminent patriots— 
ftp Beware of fuch, for they are counterfeits. 


The following clergymen are eandidates for the 
vacant lecturefhip— : 
*,.* Four to une on High Flyer. 


Tat week fet out on a matrimonial trip to Seot-; 
tend : 

Fiche night, Love fisds the Way. - 
The Bithop of Llandaff intends to propofem 
Ane ving and repairing the road from Maidens 





Spach. 


“After which: oes rami ramen : 


*Tis ‘earneltly recommended tothe orators in 
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Diappear’d fome time fince, and Yuppofed to be 
dead— * 
Fair argument, and candour of debate. 


Genuine Patriotifm, or a difinteretted Love of our 
Country— 
Fables, for the Amufement of Children, 


We hear _ feveral members.of both houfes-~ 
Bull-finches that pipe at command. 

‘The following iga correét Jift of the minority 
~-—To be difpofed of, in one lot, 


Some people pretend there will be a coalition 
A cement much ftronger than common glue. 


Te has been obferved that fome leaders of oppos 
fition— 
With their horfes’ heads towards St. James’s. 


The Conftitutional Society meet on Tuefday— 
‘N. B. It will be Full Moon. 





"Tis faid the patriotic minority intend to perlite 
*g’ Advice gratis, 





_ Midi bolts asd bars the adtive foul ree 
ndvdiss, ua f Cavendith, to i 


_%, This Epiftle i is fuppoted to namie ope Lanta, 

on Friday night, July 20th, 1683, Newgate; } that prifon 

ing been the place of his confinement for fome sig rdindy 

preteding hhis exccution. In the rei; ga of Geosge the’ Third, amo 
Piack and impotent attempt was made to deftroy the fair fame ‘of 


‘this pace serine nobleman, 
Ng * Difdsining t 
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Difdaining down the golden fiream to glide, 
But bravely ftemm’d Corruption’s rapid tide ; 
Think not I come to bid thy tears to flow, 

Or melt thy gen’rous foul with tales of woe; 
No: view me firm, unfhaken, undifmay’d, 

As when the welcome mandate I obey’d— 
Heav’ns! with what pride that moment f recall! 
Whowouldnot with, fo honour’d, thus to fall! 
When England's Genius, hov’ring o’er, infpir’d 
Her chofen fons, with love of freedom fir'd, 
Spite of an abject, fervile, penfion'd train, 
Minions of. pow’r, and worhhippers of gain, 

‘To fave from bigotry its dettin’d prey, 

And fhield three nations from tyrannic fay. 


*Twas then my Ca’ndith caught the glorious flame, 
The bappy omen of his future fame 
Adorn’d by Nature, perfefed by Art, 
The cleareft head, and warmett, nobleft heart, 
His words, deep finking in cach captiv'’d ear, 
Had pow’r to make e’en liberty more dear, 


White I, untkill’d in oratory’s lore, 
Whofe tongue ne’er {peaks but when the heart runs 
: over, 

In plain, blunt phrafe my honeft thoughts exprefs’d, 
Warn from the heart, and to the heart addrefs’d. 


Jultice 
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Juttice prevail’d ; yes, juitice, let me fay, 
Well pois’d her fcales on that aufpicious day. 
The watchful fhepherd fpies the wolf afar, 

Nor trufts his flock to try th’ unequal war ; 
What tho? the favage crouch in humble guife, 
And check the fite that flathes from his eyes? 
Should once his barb’rous fangs the fold invade, 
‘Vain were their cries, too late the thepherd’s aid, 
Thirfting for blood, he knows not liow to {pare, 
His jaws diflend, his fiery eye-balls glare, 

While ghattly defolation, ftalking round, 

‘With mangled limbs beftrews the purple ground. 


Now, memory, fail! nor let my mind revolve, 
Tow England’s Peers annuil'd the jut refolve, 
Againtt her bofom ainv’d a deadly blow, 

And aid at once her great Palladium low ! 


Degen’rate nobles ! yes, by heav’n I fwear, 
Had Bedford's felf appear’d delinguent there, — 
And join’d, forgetful of his cout claims, 
To thwart th’ exclufion of Apoftate James, 
All filial tics had then been left at large, 

And I myfelf the firft to urge the charge. 


Such the fix'd fentiments that rule my foul, 
“Fime cannot change, nor tyranny controul 5 


Ne While 
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While free, they hung pon my penGre brow, » 
Then my chief care, my pride std glory now ; 
Foil'd, I fabmit, nor think the mesfare hard, 
For confcious virtue is its own teward, 


Vain. then is force, and vain eactr fubtile art, 
‘To wring retraction from my tortur’d heart ; 
There lic, in marks indelible engrav’d, 

The means whereby my country nrubefav'ds 
Are to thine eyes thofe charetters unknown ? 
To read my inmoft heart, confult thine own ; 
There wilt thou find this facred rruth reveal’d, 
Which fhall to-morrow with my blood be feal’d, 
Seek not infirm expedéents to explore, 

But banifo James, or England is no mores 


Friendthip her tender offices may {pare, 
Nor firive to move the uxforgiving pair, 
Hopelefs the tyrant’s merey-feat to climbe= 
Zeal lor my courtgg’s freedom is my crime! 
Ere that meets pardon, lambs with wolves fall range, 
Chartes be a faint, and James hiy nature change. 


Prefs’d by friends, and Rechel’s fond defires, 
(Who can deny what weeping love requires !) 
Frailty prevail’d, and for a moment quell'd 
Th’ indignant pride that in my bofom fwell’d ; 

IT fued—"> 


= 
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I fued—the weak attempt I blufh to own 
I fued for mercy, proftrate at the throne. 
O! blot the foiblg'out, my noble friend, 
‘With human firmnefs human feelings blend ! 
When love's endearments fofteft moments feize, 
And love’s dear pledges hang upon the knees 3 
‘When natuce’s ftrongett ties the foul enthralf, 
(Thou can'ft conceive, for thou hai felt them all! 
Let him refift their prevalence, who can ; 
He mutt, indeed, be more, orlefs than man. 


Yet let me yieldmy Rachel honour due, 
The tend’rett wife, the nobleft heroine too. 
Anxious to fave her hufband’s honeft name, 
Dear was his life, but dearer fill his fame ! 
When fuppliant pray’rs no pardon could obtain, 
And, wond’rous ftrange ! e’en Bedford's gold prov'd 


 vaing 7 
Th’ informer’s part her gen’rous foul abhorr’d, 
‘Tho’ life preferv’d had been © reward; 


Let impious Howard aé& fuch trevth’rous frepeay 
And fhrink from death by fuch opprobrious means. 


O! my lov’d Rachel! name for ever dear! 
Not writ, not fpoke, not thought without a tear! 
Whofe virtues, and unfading charms, 
Have ble(s'd thro? happy years my peaceful arms? 
N6 : Parting 
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Parting with thee into my.cup.was thrown, 

Its harfheft dregs, elfe had het-fort’d.a groan l= 
But all is o’er—thete eyes have gaz'd their laf——— 
And now the bitternefs of death is paft. 


Burnet and Tillotfon, with pious care, 
My fleeting foul for heav’nly blifs prepare, 
Wide to my view the glorious realms difplay, 
Pregnant with joy, and bright with endlefs day. 
Charm’d, as of old, when Ifrael’s propket fung, 
Whofe words diftill’d like manna from his tongue, 
‘While'the great bard fublimeft truths explor’d, 
Rach ravith’d hearer wonder'd and ador’ds 
So rapt, fo charm’d, my foul begins to rife, 
Spurns the bafe earth, and feems to reach the thies. 


But when, defcending from the facred theme, 
Of boutidiefs pow’r, and excellence fupreme, 
They would for man, and his precarious throne, 
Exa@ obedience, de to heav’n alone, 

Forbid to his worft commands, 
And place God’s thunderbolts in mortal hands ; 
The vifion finks to life’s contracted fpan, 
And rifing paiion fpeaks me ftill a man. 


What! fhall atyrant trample on the — 
And ftop the gource whence all his pow’r he draws ? 
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His country’s rights to foreign foes betray, 

Lavith her wealth? yet ftipulate for pay? 

‘To fhameful falfhoods venal flaves fuborn, 

‘And dare to laugh the virtuous man to {corn > 
Deride religion, juttice, honour, fame, 

And hardly know of héfefty the name? 

In luxury’s lap He fereen’d from cares and pains, 
And onff toil to forge his fubjects chains ? , 
And fhall he hope the Public Voice to drown, 

The voice which gave, and can refume his crown i 


When Confcience bears her horrors, and the dread 
Of fudden vengeance, burfting o’er his head, 
‘Wrings his black foul ; when injur’d nations groan, 
And cries of millions fhake his tott’ring throne ; 
Shall flat’ring churchmen foothe his guilty ears, 
With tortur’d texts, to calm his growing fears; 
Exalt his pow'r above th’ ethereal élimes, ~ 
And call down heav’n to fanctify hie crimes! 


O impious dostrine !—Servile priefte 
Your prince you poifon, arid your God betray. 


Haplefs the monarch ! who, in evil hour, 
Drinks from your cup the draught of lawlefs pow’r} 
Thgmagié potion boils within his veins, : 
And locks each fenfe in adamantine chains; * 


Reafon 
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Reafon revolts, infatiate thirt enfues, 
The wild delirium each freth drawght renews 3 
In vain his people urge him to refraip, 
His faithful feryants fupplicate in vain s 
He quafts at length, impatient of controul, 
The bitter dregs that lurk within the bowl, 


Zeal your_pretence, but wealth and pow’r your 

aims, , 

You ev’n could make a Solomon of James. 

Behold the pedant, thron’d in aukward ftate, 

Abforb'd in pride, ridiculonfly great ; 

His courtiers feem to tremble at his nod, 

His prelates call his voice the voice of God; 

Weaknefs and vanity with them gombing, 

And James believes his-Majelty Divine. - 

Prefumptuous wretch! almighty pow’r to fcan, 

While ev’ry adtion prove him le{s than man, 


By your delufions ta the feaffold led, 
*by you, a royal Charles has bled, 
"Teach then, ye fycophants! O teach his fon, 
The gloomy paths of tyranny to fhun ; 
Teach him to prize religion’s facred claim, 
“Teach him how Virtue leads to honeft fame, 
How Freedom's wreath a monarch’s brow adorne, 
Nor, bafely fawning, plant his couch with thorns. . 
Point 
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Point to his view his people’s love alone, 

The folid batis of his ftedfaft throne ; 

Chofen by them their deareft rights to guard, 

The bad to punifh, and the good reward ; 

Clement and jutt let him the fceptre fway, 

And willing fubjeéts thal with pride obey, 

Shall vie to execute his high commands, 

His throne their hearts, his fvord and fhield their 
hands. 


Happy the Prince! thrice firmly fix’d his crown! 
Who builds on public good his chafte renown ; 
Studious to blefs, who knows no fecond aim, 

His people’s interest, and his own the fame ; 

The eate of millions reits upon his cares, 

And thus heay’n’s high prerogative he fhares. 

Wide from the throne the b'efs’d contagion {preads, 
O’er all the land its gladd’ning influence theds, 
Faction’s difcordant founds are heard no more, 

And toul Corruption flies th’ indignant fhore, 


His minifters with joy their courfes run, 
And borrow luitre from the royal fun. 


But fhould fome upttart, train’d in flavery’s {choo}, 
Learn’d in the maxims of defpotic rule, 
Full fraught with forms, and grave pedantic pride, 
~ (Mytterious cleak ! the mind’s defeét to hide!) 
Pee be Yl 
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Sordid in fmall things, prodigal in great, 
Saving for minions, fquand’ring for the ftate— 
Should fuch a mifereant, born for England’s bane, ~ 
Obfeure the glories of a profp’roua reign ; 
Gain, by the femblance of each praifeful art, 
A pious prince’s unfufpecting heart ; 
Envious of worth, and talents not his own, 
Chafe all experienc’d merit from the throne ; 
To guide the helm a motley crew compofe, 
Servile to him, the king’s and country’s foes 5 
Meanly defcend each paltry place to fill, 
With tools of pow’r, and panders to his will; 
Brandifhing high the feorpion fcourge o’er all, 
Except fuch flaves as bow the knee to Baal— 
Should Albion’s fate decree the baneful howr— 
Short be the date of his detefted pow’r! 
Son may his fov’reign break his iron reds, 
And hear his people, for ter vive is God's! 


b Ceafe then your wiles, ye fawning courtiers ! 
ceafe, 

Suffer your rulers to repofe in peace ; 

By reafon led, give proper names to things, 

God made them men, the people made them kings 5 

To all their adits but legal pow’rs belong, 

Qius Englands m nar:h never can do swrong 

Of right deviae let foalifs Filmer dream, 


per 








‘ 
¢ 
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Lives there a wretch, whofe bafe, degen’rate foul, 
Can crouch beneath a tyrant’s {tern controul ? 
Cringe to his nod, ignobly kifs the hand, 

In galling chains that binds his native land? 
Purchas’d by gold, or aw’d by flavith fear, 
Abandon all his anceftors held dear? 

Tamely behold that fruit of glorious toil, 
England’s Great Charter made a roffian’s fpoil ? 
Hear, unconcern’d, his injur’d country groan, 
Nor firetch an arm to hurl him from the throne ? 
Let fuch to freedom forfeit all their claims, 

AiT CHHles"s minions be the flaves of James, 


But foft awhile—Now, Cavendith, attend 
The warm effutions of thy dying friend ; 
Fearlefs who dares his inmoft thoughts reveal, 
When thus to heav’n he makes his aft appeal. 


All-gracious God! whofe goodnefs knows no 
bounds, 
Whofe pow’r the ample univerfe furrounds ! 
In whofe great balance, infinitely juft, 
Rings are but men, and men are only duit! 
At thy tribunal low thy fuppliant falls, 
And here condemn’d, on thee for mercy calls! 


Thou hear’ not, Lord! an hypocrite complain, 
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To thy allrpiercing eye the heart lies bare, 
Thou know’it my fins, and, knowing, fill can’ 
{pare! 
Tho’ partial pow’r its minitters may awe, 
And murder here by fpeciou's fosms of law ; 
The axe, which executes the harth decree, 
Wounds but the fleth, to fet the fpirit free! 
‘Well may the man a tyrant’s frown, defpife, 
Who, fpurning earth, to heav’n for refuge flies 3 
Andon thy mercy, when his foes prevail, 
Build his firm tru:t;—that rock can never fail! 


Hear then, Jehovah! hear thy fervant’s pray’r ! 

Be Engtand’s welfare thy peculiar care! 
Defend her laws, her worthip chafte-and pure, / 
And guard her rights while eartand Theav'n endure! 
O! Jet not ever fell tyrannic fway, 

. His blood-ftain’d ftandard on her fhores difplay ! 
Nor flery Zeal ufurp thy holy name, 
Blinded with blood, and wrapt in rolls of flame! 
In vain let Slavery fhake her threat’ning ‘chain, 
And Perfecution wave her torch in vain! 
Arife, O Lord! and hear thy people’s call! 
Not for one man let three great kingdoms fall! 


O! that my blood may glut the barb’rous rage, 
Of freedom’s foes, and England’s ille affluage !——_ 
; Grant: 


(289 J 
Grant but.that pray’r, Tate for.no repeal, 
A willing vidim for my country’s weal ! 
With rapt’raus jey the crimfon ftream fhall flow, 
And my heart leap to meet the friendly blow ! 


But fhould the fiend, tho? drench’d with huinan 
gore, . : 
Dire bigotry, infatiate, thirft for more, 
And, arm’d with Rome, feek this devoted land, 
Death in her eye, and bondage ia her hand. 
Blatt bes fell puspole | blatt her.foul defires! 
Break fhert her fword, and quench her horrid fires! 


Raife up fome Champion, zealous to maintain 
The facred compaét, by which monarchs reign! 
Wile to forefee all dangers from afar, 

And brave to meet flie thunders of the wart 
Let pure religion, not to forms confin’d, 

And love of freedom fill his gen’rous mind! 
Warm let his breatt with fparks celeftial glow, 
Benign to man, the tyrant’s deadly foe ! 
While finking: nations reft upon his arm, 

Do thou the great Deliverer thield from harm! 
Infpire his councils! aid his tighteous fword! 
Till Albion rings with—Liberty reftor’d ! 
Thence let her years in bright fucceffion ran ; 
And freedom reign coeval with the fun } 


Ve 
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"Tis done, my Ca’ndih, heav’n has heard my 
pray’t, 
So fpeaks my heart, for all is rapture there. 


To Belgia’s coaft advert thy ravith’d eyes, 
‘That happy coait, whence all our hopes arife! 
Beliold the prince, perhaps thy future king! 
From whofe green years matureft blefings {pring ; 
Whofe youthful arm, when all-o’ erwhelming pow’r 
* Rutblefs mareh’d forth, his country to devour, 
With firm-brac’d nerve rep-ell’d the brutal force, 
And flopp’d theuwieldy giant in his courfe,. 


~ Great William hail! whe fceptres could’ defpife, 
And fpurn a crown with unreforted eyes! 

+ when will princes learn to copy thee, 

And leave manking, as heav’n ofdain’d them, free! 


Hatte, mighty chief! our injur’d rights reftore | 
Quick fpread thy fails for Albion’s longing shore ! 
Hafte, mighty chief! Ere millions groan enflav’d ; 
And add three realms to one already hea! 
While freeedom lives, thy memory fhall be dear, 
And reap frefh honours each returning year s 
Nations preferv’d fhall yield immortal fame, 

And endlefs ages blefs thy glorious name! _ 


, “Thess 
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Then fhall my Ca’ndifiz; foremoft in the Geld, 
By juftice arm’d, his fword confpicuous wield 5 
While willing legions crowd around his car, 

And ruth impetuous to the righteous war. 

On that great day be ev’ry chance defied, 

And think thy Ruffel combats by thy fide ; 

Nor, crown'd with victory, ceafe thy gen'rous toil,” 
Till firmeft peqce fecure this happy ifle, 


Ne’er let thine honeft, open heart believe 
Profeffions fpecious, forg’d but to“deceive ; 
Fear may extort them, when refources fail, 
But O! sejeét the bafelefs, fatt’ring tale, 


Think not that promifes, or oaths can bind, 
With foleran ties, a Rome devoted mind; 
Which yields to all ‘the holy juggler faith, 

And deep imbibes the bloody, damning faith, 
What tho’ the bigot raife to heav’n his eyes, 
And call th’ Almighty witnefs from the fkies !] 
Soon as the -vifh’d occafion he explores, 

To plant the’Roman crofs on England's thores, 
All, all will vanith, while his priefts applaud, , 
And faint the perjurer for the pious fraud, 


’ 


Far let him fly thefe frcedom-breathing climes, 
And feek proud Rome, the foft’rer of his crimes ; 
There 
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There let him ftrive to:gpount the Papal chair, 
And fcatter empty thunders in the air. 
Grimly prefide in Superftition’s fchool, 
And curfe thofe kingdoms he could uever rule, 


Here let me paufe, and bid the world adieu, 
While heav’n’s bright manfions open to mpwiew |. 


Yet fill one care, one tender care Temains 5 3 
My bounteous friend, relieve a father’s paiis ! 
Watch o’er my fon, inform his waxen youth, 
And mould his mind to virtue and to truth ; 
Soon let him learn fair liberty to prize, 

* And envy him, who for his country dies ; 
In one fhort fentence to comprize the whole, 
Transfufe to his:the virtues of thy-foul, 


Preferve thy life, my too, too gen’rous friend, 
Nor feek with mine thy happier fate to blend! 
Live for. thy country, live to guard her laws, 
Proceed, and profper inthe glorious gaufe ; 
While I,. tho’ vanquith’d, feorn the fed to fly, 
But buldly face my foes, and bravely die, : 


Let princely Monmouth courtly wiles beware, 
Nor truft too far to fond paternal care ; 
Too oft? dark deeds deform the midnight cell, 
Heav’n only knows how noble Effex fell | 


Ge Mik a: 
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Sidney yet lives, whofe comprehenfive mind 
Ranges at large thro’ fyffems unconfin’d ; 
Wrapt io himfelf, he fcorns the tyrant’ powir, 
And hurls defiance-even from the Tow’r ; 
~ With tranquil brow awaits th’ unjuit decree, 
And, arm’d with virtue, looks to follow me. 


Ca'ndith, faréwel ! may fame our names entwite ! 
‘Thro? life I lov’d thee, dying I am thine ; 
With pious rites let duit to duft be thrown, 
And thus inferibe toy’ monitmental Rone ea 


Here Ruel lies, enfranchis‘«t by the grave, 
He pri#’d his birthright, nor would live a flave. 
Few were his words, but honcft and fincere, 
Dear were his friends, his country ftill ‘more dear ; 
In parents, children, wife, fapremely blefs’d, 

But that Gne paffion fwaljow'd all the teft ; 
‘To guard her freedom was his only-pride, 
* Such was his love, and-for that love he died. 


Yet fear‘not thou, when Liberty difplays 
Her glorious flag, to fleer his courfe to praife 5 
For know, (whoe’er thou art that read’it his fate, 
And think’, periaps, his fuff’rings were too great) 
Blefe’d:aa he was, at HER impetial call, : 
Wife, children, parents, he refign’d them all ; 


Each 
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Each fond affeGion then forfook his foul, 
And amor patrie occupied the whole ; 
In that great caufe he joy’d to meet his doom, 
Blefs’d the keen axe, and triuinph'd o’er the tomb, 


The_hour draws near—But what are hours to me? 
Hours, days, and years hence undiftinguith’d flee ! 
‘Time, and his glafs unheeded pais away, 

Abforb’d, and loft in one vatt flood of day:!. 
On Freedom’s wings my foul is borne on high, 
And foars exulting to its native dky | 


ON A HANDSOME LANDLAD 


Tr has been obferved of the writing® of the, lete 
Harry Fielding, of facetious memory, that he feemed 
never fo happy as when he could get into the chim- 
ney-corner of .an inn-kitchen. In like manner you 
muft have perceived, that my letters to you during 
my ruftication, have favoured of the affeétion which I 
have always entertained for my honeft friend the 
landlord, and his civil attendants, up from John 
Beots te Betty Chambermaid. 1 fhall therefore make 
no apology for giving you an account of the recep- 
tion I met with at the Jatt inn I put up at% where, 
indeed, I fufficiently experienced the truth of the 
“following obfervation of bifhop Corbet ; 


\ 


‘All 
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& All travellers, this heavy judgment hear ! 
** An handfome hoftcfs makes a reck’ning dear : 
*¢ Each word, each look, your purtes mutt requite, 
“cc vem, 
«¢ And every welcome adds another item.” 
My horfe and myfelf being both of a mind with re- 
‘{pe& to baiting, I fuffered him to turn in with me to 
the firft inn I came to, which ‘happened to be the 
Cattle; when I was met at the door by a young lady, 
whom, by her drefs, I fhould have conceived to have 
been fome gueft of fafhion, if fhe had not, upon my 
alighting, moft politely made me an apology, that 
all her rooms were taken up, and defired me to walk 
into the little parlour behind the bar. This civility 
of her’s, together with a look that would have un- 
loofed the purfe-ftrings of an old city churl, at once 
removed all my prudent economical refolution3 of 
eating only juft a {nap of cold meat, and away: of 
my own accord, I moft generoufly ordered a chicken 
to be put down ; but my landlady, dropping an hint 
that fhe herfelf had not dined, I could not refit the 
‘temptation of defiring the pleafure of her company 
to eat with me, which fhe read: ly a aecepted 5 3 and, om 
her obfervitig « that the chickens were very fimall and 
nice, and io be fure Tinuit be hungry after iny ride, 
I confented to have a couple of them done. She then 
afked me, in a moft bewite ching manner, if I chofe 
Vou. Ve. re) 
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to drink any thing; but, though I declared that 
never touched a drop of any liquor before meals, yei 
the inticed me to tofs up a_glafs of therry, to get me 
“an appetite, which, before, the had concluded | 
“gould not want, and she even had the complaifanc 
to pledge me. When dinner was ferved. up, I wat 
furprifed to fee a dith of eels brought in ; and on m 
‘faying, that I fancied the cook had madea miftak 
fhe moft civilly begged ten thoufand pat 
faid fhe thonght J had ordered them ;: but added, 
that indeed: the did not doubt but I fhould like peg 

J and for her own part fhe was exceffively fond of them, 

, As that was the cafe, I could by no n onfent : 
to their being taken away; and, vcs dong | 
with the fith and the chickens, a dih of tarts fpon« : 
taneoufly made its appearance, without waiting: for 

the word of command, My kind landlady intreated 
me to tafte this, and infifted upon helping me to ano-~ 
ther, which -the affured me was moft excellent, till 
the had either forced upon me, or taken to herfelf, 
a bit out of each fort. 1 fhould have told you, that, 
during dinner, befides the ufual concomitants of a 
tankard of each, Iwas prevailed on to hob and nob 
ith her in a variety of old beer, cyder, Rhenith, 

~ qmountain, LifBon, &c, and,-to crown my. land- 
«lady would even rife from table herfelf to™make me a 
aa” at which fhe declared fhe had a mot excellent 
hard. 












: 
; 
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hand; When the cloth was removed, I could not 
but afk her, what fhe chofe to drink ; to which the 
modettly anfwered, whateyer I liked; at the fame 
time hinting to me, that nobody had better French | 
wines than fhe had. However, I thought proper 
to difregard all her hints of that kind, and ordered a 
fimple bottle of port. When this was brought, I atked 
if I fhould help her? the told me the never. touched 
that fort of wine; fo.that I could not but call’ for a 
pint of Lifbon,. which fhe liked better. She would _ 
fain, indeed, have prevailed on me afterwards to fuffer 
her to produce a bottle of claret, of which, fhe faid, 
the : a glafs or two herfelf ; but finding 
me in le on that head, the compounded the mat- 
ter with me, on briuging me over to confent to our 
having a flafk of Florence, the beft that ever was 
taited,_Ineed not tell you the agreeable chat, or the 
pleafing familiarities that paffed between us, till it . 
was time for me to mount my horfe; but 1 could 
not even then get away, without doing her the plea+ 
fure firft to drink a ‘difh. of tea with her, to which a 
pot of coffce was alfo added, though I did not touch 
adrop. In fhort, her behaviour was fo engaging, 
her looks fo inviting, and her artifices fo inveigling, 


that I a forgot how dear I was to pay for my 


entertainment, till the dreadful reckoning was called 
_ for, which convinced me of the juftnefs of Bithop 
’ O2 Corbet’s 
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Corbet’s remarks before quoted. Indeed, as I had 
ordered a fuperfluity of victuals that I could not eat, 
and of liquors that I could not drink, and all for the 
fake of my hoftefs’s fweet company, I think that the 
“Dill, inftead of the ufual articles of bread and beer— 
chicken—wine, &c. might have been made out— 
for a fmile—an ogle—a {queeze by the hand—a 
ehuck under the chin—a kifs, &c.——fo much. For 
my part, I am determined, for the future, never to* 
fet my foot in an inn, where the landlady is not as 
‘ugly as Mother Redcap. 


THE CAPTIVE LARK, 
A FABLE. 


AT dawn of day the farmer rofe ; 
The deadly {nares were fet ; 

A lark with piercing cries and throes 
Was ftruggling in the net. 


The flutt’ring pris’ner begg’d his life 5 

_ O! pity me! he faid 

?Twould kill my children and my wife, 
To hear that Iwas dead, « 


Thue 
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I hurt no creature, I; the whole 
"Wood round might vouch for me; 
Tnor thy gold, nor filver ftole ; 
Let innocence be free. 


One grain indeed this fatal morn 
I took ; "twas all I did. 

To die for one poor grain of corn! 
Alas! kind heav’n forbid. 


A red-breaft from a neighb’ring tree 
Beheld his haplefs ftate 

Ah ! ceafe thy piteous plaint, faid thes 

.. Nor, hope to fhun thy fate. 


Poor bird! be fure thy death’s decreed ; 
No eloquence will do ; 

" $ Since he, the wretch to whom you plead, ~ 

"Is judge and party too,’ 


J. He 
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The fub'e& of the following fragment, is the recital 
of a melancloly circumflance, which is faid to have 
happened at the battle of Shrewfbury, which H. 
Perey, furnamed Hotfpur, loft (together with his 
life) ts King Henry IV. and his fon. The event 
is uncommon, and ferves.to fet forth the horrors 
of civil ware 


EMMA OF SHREWSBURY. 
;A FRAGMENT. 


WHERE wide Salopia’s fertile plains extend, 
And circling Severn bids her waters bend, 
When the fourth Henry England's feeptre fway’d, 
Young Emma liv’d, a fair and virtuous maid: 
Sweet was her breath as rofes newly blown, 
Such was her form, as Venus felf might own 3 
So gently fram’d, fo innocently gays 

She charm’d all eyes, and ftole all hearts away. 
But one alone, of all the noble train 

That fought her hand, her favour could obtain s 
Edwin his name, rich, young, and nobly bold; 
With paffing art each tender.tale he told ; 

Her fire and brother to his fuit gave ear, 


And blufhing Emma faw her nuptials near ; : 


Whea 
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When angry Percy, in an evil hour, 
Defy’d his king, and rais’d a. mighty pow’r; 
And on the Severn’s banks refolv’d to dare 
Great Henry and his youthful heir to war. 
Her father, Morcar, (once a valiant knight) 
Now, worn with age, abftain’d from fields of fight § 
Yet for his king he rous'd his fon to arms, 
Experienc’d Edwin, train’d to war's alarms: 
But Edwin, now cagag’d on Percy's fide, 
Act Morcar’s hands in vain demands his bride; 
Till, by furprize, ‘beneath the night's dim fhade, 
He to the camp convey'd the lovely maid. 
For him her father, brother, glad the leaves, 
And, ere the fight, his proffer’d vows receives, 


The battle join’d, amid’ that fcene of blood, 
A blooming warrior by his fide the ftood ; 
Now fits hie armour with officious cares, 

Now for his fafety wearies heav’n with pray'rte 
Amaz'd her foes furvey the warlike bride, 
And turn their half defcending fwords afide, 


But now the prince, whofe fate in after days, 
Defign’d his country’s name in arms to raife, 
Glowing with rage, preferring fame to life, 
Singl’d forth Edwin in the fatal ftrife; 


O4 2 ‘Nor 
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Nor Emma hete the field ingtorious fled, 
‘Fhrice twang’d her bow, and thrice her thafts the 

fped s 
But vain her aid, her lover’s valour vain, 
By furious Monmouth ftretch’d upon the plain ; 
And here one fate two faithful hearts had join’d, 
In death united, as in life combin’d ; 
But gallant Percy, threat’ning from afar, 
Gloomy and dreadful, rufh’d amid the war, 
Preferv’d her from the victor’s threat’ning dart, 
And aim’d a deadly jav’lin at his heart : 
‘The {pear no paffage thro’ his buckler found, 
But o’er his shoulder fix’d a ghaftly wound ; 
With heavy eyes, that fhot forth gloomy fires, 
He drops his lance, and from the fight retires. 


Now low in earth had England’s hope been laid, 
But Edred hatten’d timely to his aid ; 
With eager {peed before the prince he prefs’d, 
Oppos’d the ftecl, and felt it in his breaft ; 
Unhappy Emma faw her brother flain, 
And her lov’d Edwin on the hoftile plain. 
Tie pitying Percy fought to footh her care, 
And bore her fainting from the ranks of war ; 
Fore'd from her grafp her lover's fatal fword, 
Which elfe had given her paffage to her lord. 

When we return (faid he) with glory crown’d, 
*< Vo heal thy woes fhall fome reticf be found ; 

** Upbounded 
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«© Unbounded joy thall bid complaining ceafe, 

‘© And {peak thy woe-fraugkt bofom into peace,’ , 
To vain, alas: the prince returns no more, 
Stretch’d on the fedgy Severn’s naked fhore, 
Condemn’d in fight a haplefs end to meet, 
Beneath his royal conqu’ring rival’s feet ; 

Ev’n where his lance had given the erring wound, 
His own undaunted body preft the ground : 
Greatly he fell!—but Emma, weeping maid, 
The viétor-princes from the field convey’d ; 
While angry: Morfmouth’s tears were feen to flow, 
To hear the beauteous rebel’s tale of woe. 

He charg’d his guards with tender care to bear, 
To Morcar’s houfe, the fadly mourning fair 5 

But ere the reach’d the hofpitable dome, 

Her once much-lov’d, and dear, delightful home, 
Her father’s clay-cold corfe, a weeping train, 
Bore to her feet, by his own poniard flain ; 

For Rumour’s tongue had fpread his fon’s fad fate, 
And Henry victor in the ftern debate, 

Small hope of Emma’s forfeit lifessould yield, 
Ev’n if the ’icap’d the horrors of the field, 
Defpairing thus, the aged chieftain fell, 

And bade, with fighs, a wretched world farewell. 
Thus prefs’d with grief, in all her withes crofs’d, 
Her fire, her brother, and her lover loft, 


wn ws 
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Fix’d, motionlefs the ftood, nor filence broke, 

(As one who feels th’ thunder’s ftroke) 

At length, (fear adding ftrength) the virgin-bride, 

Burft from her train, and fought the Severn’s fide ; 

Ev’n there, where once the young Sabrina brave 

Perifh’d, indignant, in the foaming wave ; 

With ftreaming eyes and agonizing woe, 

The damfel plung’d her in the,deep below. 

For her no trophy’d hearfe, no torches bright, 

Gild the dun horrors of the confcious night ; 

But weeping heav’n pours faft a rufhing thow’r, 

And Severn lifts his waves, diftain’d with gore ; 

Loud thunders roll, and livid light’nings play, 

‘The fimple fwains with horror mark the day ; 

Some fay, that by the moon’s pale light they view'd 

Her thade afcending from the angry flood, : 
_ Till in the clouds the met her lover’s form, 

And with him foar’d to heay’n, amid the bellowing 


florm 3 
And fill the ruftics to their fons relate, 
‘The difmal tory Emma’s fate, 


‘As oft? as in long Winter nights” they tell, 
How Monmouth fought, how gallant Percy fell. 


jl. 
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ALLEN AND ELLA. 
“A FRAGMENT.® 


ON the banks of that cryftalline ftream 
Where Thames, oft’ his.current delays; - 
And charms, more than poets can dream, 
In his Richmond’s bright villa furveys. 


* A furreptitious copy of this appeared (agreeable to the date 
below) under the names of Courw and Lucy: and, at a time* 
when all modern produétions were decried, this piece, by means 


of the following preface, met with an approbation which other=- 


wile, “no doubt, it would have failed of 
To the READER, 


The MS, bears date (anno 1609), at Eatt-Sheene in Surry, the 
then bright refidence of a maiden-queen, and her royal court. 
Who the perfonages were, concealed under the fimple charaéters of 
ALLEm and Exxa, does not rightly appear; but, as a lady of 
the noble family of Hungerford is recorded to have drowned herfelf 
much about that period, ’tis more than probable it gave birth to 
the affefting tale; and the revder is left tg » how far the pro= 
dutions of that refined age wyuld have e®@téded thofe of the pre~ 
font, had more of them been, fortunately, preferved. 

{tis hoped, that time has not fo injured other pieces, as to pres 
vent their being prefented to the public hereafter. What parts of 
this were unintelligible, are only gueffed at: for the cditor, as he 
would not dare the adding to, chofe alfo, not to diminish from, 
fo valuable a Fragment. 

Richmond, May 1, 1755+ 


O6 Fair 
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Fair Ella! of all the gay throng 
The faireft that nature had feen, 
Now drew ev’ry village along, 
From the day fhe firft danc’d on the greci 


Ah! boaft not of beauty’s fond pow’r, 
For fhort is the triumplt, ye fair! 

Not flecter the bloom of each flow’r ; 
And hope is but gilded defpair. 


His affection each fwain now, behold, 
By riches endeavours to prove ; 

But Ella till cries, what is gold, 
Or wealth, when compar’d to his loye ? 


Yes, Allen, together we'll wield 
Our fickles in fummer’s bright day ; 
Together we'll leaze o’er the field, 
And finile all our labours away, 


In winter 1’l] winnow the wheat, 

As it fails from thy flail on the ground: 
That flail will be mufic as fweet, 

When thy wice in the labour is drown’d, 


How oft’ wow’d he {peak of his blifs ! 
How oft? wou’d he call her his maid! 
And Allen would feal with a kifs 
Ev'ry promife and vow that he laid. 
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Bat, hark ! o’er the grafs-level * land, 
The village bells found on the plain ; 
Falfe Allen this mora gave his hand, 
And Ella’s fond tears are in vain. 


Sad Ella, too foon, heard the tale, 

Too foon the fad ‘fhe was told, 
"That his was a mymph of the vale, 

That he broke his fond promife for gold, 


As fhe walk’d by the margin fo green, 
"Which ¢ ——— fide, 
How oft’ the was languifhing feen 
How oft’ wou’d fhe gaze on the tide! 





By the clear river, then, as fhe fate, 

Which reflected herfelf and the mead ; 
Awhile fhe be-wept her fad fate,’ ” 

And the green turf ftill pillow’d her head, 


There, there! is it Ellal fee? 

Tis Ella, the loft, undone maid! 
Ah! no, ’tis fome Ella like me, 

Some haplefs young virgin betray’d. 


* Moff likely the village of Peterthem. 


+ In the original (much damaged in this particular place) ir 
_ Teems to bem Which befringes that fweet river's fide.’ 


Like 
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Like me, fhe has forrow’d and wept, 
Like me fhe has fondly believ’d; 
. Like me her true promife fhe kept, 
"And, like me, too, is juftly deceiv’d, 


ITcome, dear companion in grief! 

Gay fcenes and fond pleaftires, adieu! 
I come, and we'll gather relief 

From bofoms fo chatte and fo true. 


Like you, I have mourn’d the long night, 
And wept out the day in defpair ; 

Like you, J have banifh’d delight, 
And bofom’d a friend,in my care. 


Ye meadows fo lively, * farewell ! 
Your velvet ftill Allen fhall tread ! 

All deaf to the found @f that knell 
Which tolls for his Ella when dead. 


Your with will, too fure, be obey’d ; 
Nor Allen her fofs fhatl bemoan ; 
Soon, foon fhall poor Ella be laid 
Where her heart fhall be cold as your own, 


* In the MS. it appears “ lovely.” 


Then 


{ so7 J 
Then twin’d in the arms of that fair, 
Whole wealth has beerf Ella’s fad fate ; 
As together ye draw the free air, 
“And a thoufand dear pleafures relate ; 


If chance, o’er my turf, as 4 ye tread, 
Ye dare to affect a fondfigh, 

The primrofe will fhrink her pale head, 
And * 








— die. 


Ah ! weep not, fond maid! ’tia in vain; 

Like the tears which you lend to the flream ; 
Tears are loft in that wat’ry plain, 

And your fighs are {till loft upon him. 


Scarce echo had gather’d the found, 

But fhe plung’d ‘com her grafs-{pringing bed ; 
The liquid ftream parts to the 

And the mirror clos’d over her head. 


The fwains of the village, at eve, 
Ofv’ meet at the dark-fpreading yew ; 
There, wonder how man could deceive 
A bofom fo chafte and fo true, 


* Perhaps it is, “ And the violet Jangwith and dic’? 


With 
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With garlands, of ev’ry flow’r, 
(Which Ella herfelf fhou’d have made,) 
They raife up a fhort-tiving bow’r ; 
And, fighing! cry, ‘* Peace*to her fhade.” 


Then, hand-lock’d-in-band, as they move 
The green-platting hillock around ; 
They talk of poor Ella, and.love ; 
And frefhen, with tears, the fair ground, 


Nay, wifh they had never been born, 
Or liv’d, the fad moment to view ! 
When her Allen could thus be forfworn, 

And his Ella could {till be fo true. 


THE CONTENTED PAIR, 


A Cottage, with a fteepie nigh, 

A little brook that bubbles by ; 

A garden full of fruits and flowers, 

Of moffy beds and fhady bowers ; 

An orchard richly fter’d with fruit 

That any lady’s tafte may fuit ; 

Daifies fpread th’ enamel’d ground, 
Diffufing fragrance all around ; 

The tender trees and fhrubs exhale, 
‘Thode {weets that blow with ev’ry gale ; 
ad ‘The 
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The fertile lands and fruitful fields, 
Enliv’ning afl that nature yields ; 
Without, you view this lovely frame, 
Within, the fcene is much the fame. 
Tho’ fome would call our cottage mean, 
Few palaces are kept fo clean. 
For fumptuous fare we never look 
When there’s a flitch upon the hook. 
Bleft with two lovely girls and boys, 
Who part our care and fhare our joys, 
We chearful pafs the time away 
In labour all the live-long day ; 
With hearts quite open and fincere, 
With no improper with or fear, 
We ftudy, aim, and with to do 
Juft as we would be done unto 3 
Thinking content a greater gain 
Than pride with all her haughty train, 
Or blaze and fplendour of a court, 
Where honour’s often but a fport. 
Contented, as we faid before, 
We neither afk or with for more; 
To with for more were but a jeft, 
‘To Providence we leave the reft. 


[sto JP 
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HICH WAS MADE 


} E Aessgara, Laura, lovely pait! 
re ~ Each with love’s fires the bofom warm, 

Both tender, virtuous, young and fairy, 

he me by ees pens ca pore 











pore oe face, 
ing mod nd fenfe, 

almoft think: a court the place 
‘0 feek fot-confeions inndecice. * 


When awful grace and dignity, : 
In low-born Laura’s eye we find, Por 4 
We then confefs to no degree =| 
True grace and greatnefs are'confin’d, 


* Lady DeS——r, aca 
Afpafia, 









fe 


, You bid me fing a hymn to health, 
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Afpafia, every tongué mut own, £ 
Adds luftre e’en to princely { flate ; 
While Laura proves (tho” frown) 
That merit needs jot to : 






Nam/’d thus a tas e ven ts thee, 


And, Laura, ae this leffon- hear} ; 
That gentleft manners may | be fond, 
Fen in the high-exalted fare” 


Whom pomp and vanity forround, 


7 — 
TO COLONEL — 


DEar Col’ nel, you aicin'd. 18 the talk, 
An eafy one for you to afk, — 
As eafy me to grant; 
For where both join in fympathy, 
*Tis very eafy to agree, — 
To feek what both we want. 


For what are talents, titles, wealth, 
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Without her favours bleft > 
Come, goddefs, come, propitious hear, 
Tn all thy rofy trim appear, 
And lull our pains to reft. 


I fung ;~-the goddefs heard my prayer, 

And faid, * To Avon’s banks repair, 
*¢ Where Bladud’s waters flow ; 

*¢ There have I plac’d a lovely maid, 

*¢ Lawrence, fair miftrefs of my trade, 
* And fubititute below.” 


But, oh ! ye invalids beware 
How you approach the pump! for there 
Cupid in ambuhh lies ; 
There, while her hands deal health around 
The wanton rogue is fure to wound, 
And kills us thro’ her eyes. 


But what kind caution e’er could fave, 

From her fweet chains, the willing fl 
As we too fondly know ; 

The god at random lanc’d 2 dais, 








Which wounded yon amite tro’ Gh. hease, 
And me from head to toes 
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A NEW TALE, 


GRAFTED ON AN OLD STORY, 


Turo’ Moorfields, at the peep of day, 

A troop of {portfmen taok their way ; 

To ruftic flate they rode along, 

A ranting, purfe-proud, thoughtlefs throng, 
With modith nabs, and tight furtouts, 

And bright {pring fpurs, and jemmy boots ; 
Thefe in the foremoft ranks appear ; 
Fale’ners, hawks, dogs, compofe the rear. 


A bedlamite, by chance let gut, 
With gaping grin admir’d the rout 3 
And when the cavalcade had pafs’d, 
Beckon’d and bawl'd to ftop the lait. 
** Good friend (faid he) pray let me know 
** What means this fort of raree-fhow, 
And who’s yon’ green coat riding there, 
That cracks his whip with fuch an air ; 
Is he your brother? fure he is ; 
“© For you’re much like in drefs and phiz.” 


77 
«ce 


ee 


No, he’s our ’fquire (reply’d the other) 
But loves me bettcr than a brother: 
rAnd well he may, for ne’er a man 
Could train his falcons as ] cans 


This, 
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This, on my hand, tho’ lately made, 
Is quite a mafter of his trade, 
And flews more fenfe, if I may fay’t, 
Than all yon folks have in their pate: 
Tis that has brought them all together, 
To try his blood, this charming weather. 


© Well ({aid the firft) and pray what hire 
s« May you have yearly from the "{quire ?” 


A fcore (faid he) of yellow boys, 
Befides fome other cafual toys ; 
A waiitcoat lac’d, unfoil’d and clever, 
Or rufied fhirts as whole as ever ; 
And oftentimes a lucky pounce 
Tempts him to throw me half an ounce 3 
Befides the beft uf meat and drink, 
And all too little you may think, 
For the fatigue that I endure 
In bringing young ones to the lure: 
But fuch an ord’nary, you know, 
Is no bad thing, as markets go. 


“ Has he a fon?” rejoin’d the fool! 
Ay, but he’s boarded out at fchool. 


«< What has his tutor by the year?” 
As muchas I, or very neate 
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“Is that the cafe? o'ertake your mafter, 
* Tell him, from me, to gallop fafter ; 
“* For if our keeper gets him here, 

“* He'll tie him down, at leat, a year.” 


a a 


DN A LADY’s ASKING A GENTLEMAN How MUCy 


HE LOVED HER. 


TO MIsSs ——, 


My paffion, Sylvia, to prove, 

You bid me tell how ‘much T love. 

J love thee then—bur language fails— 
More than bees love flow’ ry vales ; 
More than turtle loves his dove; 
More than warblers love the grove; 
More than nature loves the {pring ; 
More than linnet loves to fing ; 
More than infeas funny beams ; 
More than poet’s airy dreams ; 
More than fifhes love the flood ; 
More than patriots Public good ; 
More than flocks the grafly plains ; 
More than hinds increafing rains ; 
More than ftatefman loves his plot ; 
More than am’rous age to doat; 
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More than lords their pedigree ; 

More than Britons to be f 

More than heirs love twenty-one ; 
More than heroes laurels won ; 

More than elves the moon-light thade 5 
More than ancient maids to wed ; 
More than hermit loves his cell ;, 

More than beauty to excel ; 

More than mifer loves his ftores-’ 
More than myfelf---can I do more? 


D. M. 


END OF VOLe Ve 


